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'A Tumble from the Trail' from A Scout
with the Buffalo Solclie1·s-Frederic Remington

THE BuFFALO SoLDIERS:

They Helped W-in the West

Negro soldiers marched with Washington and were with Andy Jackson at New
Orleans in 1815. Almost 200,000 wore
Union Blue in the Civil War. But it was
as the Ninth and Tenth Cavalry in the
Indian Wars that they had their most
dramatic role. William H. Leckie says
they were a first-rate outfit. In The
Buffalo Soldiers, a Narrative of the Negro Cavalry, published in 1967 by the
University of Oklahoma, he cites as a
climax of their long service a 108-mile
march through a blizzard and a rescue
of Custer's old outfit, the Seventh, in
the Sioux Wars of 1890-91. One who
appreciated their worth was artist Frederic Remington. Our cover depicts a
mishap on a scout he took with them
in Arizona. For his full account, first
published in 1889, turn to page 25.
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HISTORY
BEGI:-<S AT HOME

This informal photo catches DR. R. CoKE WooD
at a typical moment in his new role as director
of the California History Institute, March 29-30.
This year's Institute echoed thinking of the men
who started it 21 years ago, Dr. Robert E. Burns,
then . youthful president of the College of the
Pacific, and Dr. Rockwell D . Hunt- echoed it in
the question: World history : Is it local?
The predictable answer could have been E
pluribus unum. For as it takes many cultures to
make a civilization, so a multitude of local events
and trends add up to world history. And historians
who write and teach do well not only to balance
the centrifugal with centripetal forces in their outlook, but to use the inductive approach as an
educative device .
History begins at home. JoHN GouLD FLETCHER
( 1886-1960), spoke both as a poet and a historian
when he said we need an understanding of this
"to remind us of our heritage as human beings and
of the need for a local outlook in relation to it
before achieving a universal one . .. We cannot
he 20th century cosmopolitans without first being
good localists."
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A Man,
A Mission, and
A Book
MAYNA1ID GEIGER,

0. F.

M.

Note July 1, 1969. It will mark the 200 years
since California's settlers, coming from Mexico by
land and sea, met at San Diego "with salvos and
salutes." Gaspar de Portola led the expedition, but
in charge of those who would start California's
missions was the Franciscan, Fray ]unipero Serra
... Foremost authority today on Serra is Father
Geiger, of the Santa Barbara Mission, who presented this paper at the California History Institute at Stockton, April 29.- Ens.

THE
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THEME for this year's California History Institute is:
World History- Is it local? But I have chosen this as my topic:
A Man, A Mission, and A Book, which sort of turns the theme
around to be "Can local history become world-wide in an effectual
way?" Certainly a local event that happened in Philadelphia in
1776 had world-wide significance in the political world as did the
discovery of gold by Marshall at Coloma in 1848!
In his letter of invitation, Dr. R. Coke Wood, your Institute
director, wrote, "I am sure you could take an event, incident, or
personality from our California history, and develop it to the point
where you would show its world significance."
The three elements he named-event, incident, personality-can

be merged, I believe, into one. From a single point, San Diego,

and from a single character, Fray Junipero Serra, and from a single
book, Relacion Historica de la Vida y Apostolicas Tareas del
Venerable Padre Fray ]unipero Serra of Fray Francisco Pal6u, it
can be shown that the action of an individual and the founding of
an institution, has world-wide repercussions. A man and an event
that may not be known in Communist Albania, nor necessarily
commemorated yearly in Costa Rica, but which morally speaking has been made known across the world, has affected scholarship, history, the arts, culture, and economics. The man, once
again, is Serra; the place San Diego, the date, July 16, 1769, and
the book is Pal6u's Vida published in 1787.
VVberever you travel across the world you will find local heroes
honored, their fame kept alive in the written word, in monuments,
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and in the fine arts. Many of these men are not known across the
world nor are they signficant far beyond the borders where they
lived. But if we take our borderland history alone, extending from
Florida to California or even include Mexico, how many of the
great men of the mission fields of Florida, Texas, and New
Mexico, whose mission fields were much older than that of California, are as well known and as extensively known as Serra?
A former pupil of his, mission collaborator, and admirer, Fray
Francisco Pal6u, California's first biographer and historian, thought
that Serra's eventful life should not be left to the frail memory of
man but that it should be recorded for posterity. At its end he
wrote: "The memory of him shall last forever," a prophecy that
came true. Incidentally, Pal6u wrote that book in San Francisco
so it became the first book that was written in California that was
published soon thereafter, but in Mexico. Soon this printed work
was spread through California, Mexico, and Spain, some copies
even reaching the royal palace in Madrid.
It was this man who wanted to be totally forgotten, to be let
alone so that he could accomplish his work who has attained a
continuous and widespread fame. To his nephew he wrote "What
was the purpose of leaving Spain physically if I returned there
spiritually by frequent letter writing?" And on another occasion he
declared: "Let this person be forgotten." Several times he decried
the fact that because of his office he had to become more the
scribe than the missionary. But Pal6u saw to it that Serra would
not be forgotten.
While Serra continued to live on in memory and in the many
documents written by him and concerning him in the archives of
California, Mexico, and Spain, it was Pal6u's Vida that insured him
a certain immortality until further publications appeared in Spanish
and other languages. In course of time his documents in public
depositories and in private hands became known, became more
and more esteemed, and grew in value monetarily. In fact they
became almost priceless.
A few years ago four pages of his confirmation register were
lifted from the Fresno chancery archives and later sold for $2,000.
A single page of his handwriting, but not of great importance, is
said to have been sold last year for $4,000. In 1834, when the missions were secularized and inventories drawn up, Pal6u's Vida, in
Mission Santa Barbara, was evaluated at one peso, and at Carmel

Mission, at two pesos. Today the book sells for $350. I know of

RELACIONHlSTORICA
DE LA VIDA

Y .APOSTOLICAS T AREAS
DEL VENERABLE PADRE

FRA.Y JUNIPERO SERRA,
Y de las Misiones que fund6 en Ia CaHfornia Sep...
tentrional, y nuevos establecim·e:Jtos de Monterey.
ESCRITA

Por el R. P. L. Fr. FRANCISCO PALOU,
Guardian aflual del Colegio Apost6lico de S.
Ferna~tdo de Mexico, y Discipulo del
Venerable F undador:.
DIRIGlDA

A SU SANTA PROVINCIA
DE LA REGULAR OBSERVANCIA

DE NRo. S. P. S. FRANCISCO

DE LA ISLA DE MALLORCA.
A EX.PENSAS

DE DON MIGUEL GONZALEZ CALDERON
SINDICO D& DICHO APOSTOLTC.O COLEGJO •

. lmpresa e~ Mixt(o, en Ia lmprenta d;: Don Felipe de zi;nigtt.Y Ontweros, cal/e dd Espiritu Santo, a;io de. 1787~
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a copy at a book shop in Santa Barbara. The asking price is
$500. Anyone interested?
In Spain, in his native island of Mallorca in particular, upon
receipt of the Vida, Fr. Miguel Pellizer, provincial of the Province
was so impressed, he petitioned that a painting of Serra be done
to be hung in the ayuntamiento of Palma. This was done in 1790.
It still hangs there. At the same time an academic and literary
event was held in the cloisters of the Convento de San Francisco
where Serra had lived, served, and taught. The Vida had been
written not only to tell the principal facts of Serra's life but to
inspire more missionary vocations. As a result, nine missionaries
from Majorca came to California, and others went to Mexico. In
1809, 28 years after Serra's death, Fray Antonio Tomas of Mallorca
declared in a letter to Madrid that Serra had been among the
zealous men the island had sent to the New World. His name
continued to be mentioned and praised down to 1848 even though
in 1834 religious orders were exclaustrated by the Spanish government.
Then in 1878 something happened. A student for the priesthood

in Palma, Francisco Torrens y Nicolau, walked across a sunlit

plaza and something struck his eye. He saw an old book, bought
it, read it. It was Pal6u's Vida, bound in vellum. Today it is in
the archives of the Church of San Pedro in Petra and on the inside
cover is his inscription : "I bought this book from a lady who sold
second hand books at El Mercado. It cost me one peseta. This
happened on Febr. 12, 1878." This was the beginning of the renewal of Serra's fame in his homelana and from the island it
spread to the peninsula.
Torrens y Nicolau began to write articles on Serra. News of the
centennial anniversary of Serra's death, celebrated in California in
1884, reached Spain and the motherland was impressed with
Serra's significance in the Far \Vest of America. Yearly Serra's
name began to be mentioned in the annual festivities in Petra,
even though his family had died out in 1839 when his sister's only
son, a diocesan priest, died, and despite the fact that the Franciscan
Order did not return to Mallorca after the expulsion in 1834.
In 1892 the Plaza de Constitucion in Petra became Plaza de
Fray Junipero Serra. In 1913, the bicentennial of Serra's birth, a
monument to Serra, was erected in the center of his birthplace;
King Alfonso himself subscribing towards it. A life of Serra was
produced in 1913 by Torrens, entitled Bosque;o Historico, providing new material. Fresh music and poems were written for the
occasion. California was represented at the ceremonies, just as two
years later Spain was represented at San Diego at the Pan-American exposition.
The location of the old Serra home was discovered in the files
of the parish register, and this became a public museum in 1932.
The Rotary Club of Mallorca gave the deed to the City of San
Francisco in California and it may be seen in the city hall. In
1949, the bicentennial of Serra's departure for America was celebrated in Palma and a Juniperian exposition held for the public.
Pilgrimages to Petra have been a regular thing since 1913 not only 9
from Mallorca but from the United States. American ambassadors
and other high officials have gone to Petra to do homage to Serra.
A number of biographies of Serra in Spanish have been published
in Spain since 1913 and the Vida was reprinted there. This year a
volume of selected poems on Serra in Mallorquin, Castillian, and
English, is being prepared for publication. A monument to Serra
is being set up in Palma and another in the vicinity of Madrid, the
latter emphasizing Spain's mission endeavors in the New World.
Despite the fact that Mexico separated from Spain in 1810, its

independence being realized in 1821, and despite the fact that
there has been an antipathy to Spain ever since, a spirit that increased in modern times, the name and fame of Serra has endured
in Mexico and is held in respect. Nowhere in my extensive travels
in Mexico did I have to explain who Junipero Serra was. The
literature on him is extensive as are his memorials- and this in an
" such names as Las Casas, Zumarraga,
area where he competes with
Gante, Sahagun, Kino, and others.
The painting that was done in Mexico city at the suggestion of
Pal6u and which formerly hung at San Fernando College, now
holds a place of honor in the section of the Spiritual Conquest of
New Spain in the Castle of Chapultepec which is an historical
museum. There is another painting at the College of Santa Cruz
de Queretaro. Monuments and plaques honor him in Mexico City
(at least four) and at Queretaro. In the Sierra Gorda his missions
more beautiful than those of California still remain and are in
service. There too, he is remembered. At Tepic where he stayed
en route to California, there is a monument in his memory. A desire on the part of the people in San Bias, the port of departure,
has been expressed for erecting a fitting memorial to him.
Some years ago when I gave a talk to a group of professional
men at Hermosillo, in Sonora, Mexico, one of those speaking after
me said, "Despite our differences in political views, I believe that
the United States, Spain, and Mexico can agree and unite on one
theme- Fray Junipero Serra."
Historical literature has been mindful of Serra and his mission.
His name occurs in the writings of his brethren at San Fernando
up to 1827 when all Spaniards were exiled from Mexico. Alexander
Forbes who wrote his History of Upper and Lower California in
Mexico, and who published it in London, in 1839, made Serra's
name known in England. He quoted plentifully from Pal6u's Vida.
10 The article on Serra by Garcia Cubas in 1851 was incorporated in
the Diccionario Geografico Historico Biografico in 1890. Andres
Bravo, the Jesuit, first published in Italy his Tres Siglos de Mexico.
This was republished in Mexico in 1852 and in the same volwne
w~ republished Pal6u's Vida. M. Roa Barcena published a series
of articles on Serra in La Cruz in 1856. In 1857 Pal6u's Noticias
appeared in print in Mexico in a series of documents covering the
history of Mexico. A number of books and articles appeared from
time to time on Serra in the latter part of the last century and the

begilll1ing of this, terminating with Carrillo's Fray ]unipero Serra,

The famous frontispiece from Palou's Vida of Serra,
illustrating his service both to Indians and to white men.
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Civilizador de las Californias which contained new material and
interpretation, in 1950.
In San Juan, Puerto Rico, Serra's name is kept alive by a plaque
on the hospice where he once stayed, by the Mallorquin colony
residing there and by the Serra Club.
In California, Serra of course has always keen known in tradition and in the written word. Since the American occupation and
the diffusion made possible by printing presses, there has been a
crescendo of information and a proliferation of interest and from
here it has spread to the other American states and around the
world. It is impossible to go into detail for here we find the most
abundant material on Serra in various forms. Even in the colonial
period when the missions were visited by French, Spanish, English,
American, and Russian seamen, the missions they saw were the
visible result of what Serra began at San Diego in 1769.
Serra's growth in fame in California, during the American
period, may be divided into three periods: the first from 1851 to
1891. I find that in reading the literature of this period that anything relative to Serra was a matter of wide interest beginning
with Alexander S. Taylor, American California's first bibliophile
and bibliographer. The fact that in 1853, the Los Angeles newspaper, La Estrella, began printing Pal6u's Vida serially, and that
El Estandarte Catolico did the same in San Francisco by the end
of August, 1854, certainly shows editorial choice and reader interest. Essays and discourses soon became common matter in
newspapers, magazines, and books not only in California but in the
East. Nostalgia over the ruined missions always brought to mind
the original founder.
Thomas Starr . King, whose statue together with that of Serra
adorns the national capital as California's permanent representation
there, in 1856 wrote an article on Serra in the newspaper of which
he was editor, the Evening Bulletin of San Francisco. His name
emerged again in 1876 when San Francisco celebrated its first
centennial. In 1883 Helen Hunt Jackson wrote a book on Father
Junipero and the Mission Indians of California, which was reproduced in subsequent years. In 1884 after Father Casanova of
Monterey had found and opened the Serra grave and others in
Carmel's sanctuary and had restored the mission church, articles
appeared in Notre Dame, Indiana, and in New York City. In 1890
a poem on Serra had appeared in Ireland from the pen of Agnes

Manning. In Florence, Italy, in the '70s, Marcelliono da Civezza,

who published a series of volumes on Franciscan missionqry activity around the world, included a truncated translation of Pal6u's
Vida. Pal6u's Noticias in Spanish was published in San Francisco
in four volumes in 1874 by John T. Doyle. They appeared in
English in 1926 from the pen of Herbert Bolton. The first
truncated version of Pal6u's Vida appeared in 1884 in English from
the pen of Rev. J oachirn Adam. There is also a short life of him
done in German.
The second period of Serra fame in California extended from
1881 until 1934. Serra began to emerge in more serious history
than had been theretofore possible. There appeared the histories of
Hittell, Bancroft, and Engelhardt, volumes that were sold in many
areas and countries. Ever since then, lives of Serra, articles on him,
scientific and popular, have appeared without number. On my
shelves there are about 35 such volumes.
With the restoration of Carmel Mission and the erection of the
first monument in the world to Serra at Monterey in 1891, began
a period of external expressions in memory of California's apostle.
Serra is at home today in five capitals with some of which he was
in touch and in some of which he lived- Madrid, Mexico City,
Washington D.C., Sacramento, and Monterey. Poet, dramatist,
sculptor, painter, historian, musician, and artist' have vied in keeping alive his memory. His monuments adorn California from Sacramento to San Diego in the form of statues, plaques, streets, institutions, clubs, schools, and a varied form of groups and things
to which his name is attached. How international his renown is
may be seen when in 1945 the University of Agra in India commissioned a California sculptor to make a bronze plaque of Serra
to be presented to the Ateneo National de Ciencia y Artes in
Mexico City.
The years 1913 and 1934 were commemorative years for Serra
representing his bicentennial of birth and the sesquicentennial of
13
his death. John Steven McGroarty, California's poet laureate, produced his mission play at San Grabriel for years and it was reputedly seen by 2,000,000 people. Other pageants of similar nature
were produced on small scale in Santa Barbara, Carmel, and other
cities. Books continued to be written and discourses produced
through the years.
All of this was by no means a Catholic movement; rather the opposite. Such men as the retired Protestant minister, George Wharton James, of Pasadena, and the self styled p.gnostic, Charles

Fletcher Lurnmis, of Los Angeles, who wrote to Engelhardt wondering why Serra was not canonized by his church, were participants in the Serra cult if we may so call it.
Monuments to Serra are not confined to California, Mexico, and
Spain. You will find them in other places not primarily affected
by the Hispanic tradition: Illinois, New Jersey, and especially
Washington, D .C. where he has at least four monuments in varying forms.
This period from 1891 to 1934 I have designated the flowering
of the fields. From then to the present day, may be considered
the scientific appraisal of Serra both in the historical and theological fields. All his writings have been gathered from archives
in two continents, and have been published in Spanish and English. Pal6u's Vida has been freshly translated and heavily annotated, a new and complete life of Serra has been written. These
have been widely diffused on several continents.
Three events in this century have tended to diffuse the name
of Serra farther across the world: namely the opening of his cause
for canonization in 1934, the founding of Serra International in
the same year, and the restoration of the missions during the present century. The opening of the cause was widely publicized in
many countries especially in those speaking English and Spanish,
and through Franciscan periodicals.
In 1934 Serra International was started in Seattle. It is a service
club for Catholic laymen, mostly professional men whose sole
purpose, besides the fraternity it engenders, is to support vocations
to the priesthood and assist bishops to maintain seminaries. This
institution today has 316 clubs spread around the world in 44 of
our 50 states and in 19 foreign countires. The mere existence of
these clubs spreads the name of Serra and the California missions
farther across the world.
The third factor which has enhanced the name and work of
14
Serra perhaps more than any other is the presence of the 21 California missions which the whole world has been coming to see,
especially since the turn of this century. The missions were not allowed to disappear in their decay but were restored in greater or
This map in palou's Vida is by Diego Francisco,
who noted that it shows "where he walked and the missions
which he, V enerab/e Father Fr. Junipero Serra, founded in New

California." The longitude is reckoned from the Meridian of San Bias.

l. :

aJ

o.te

Bias.

The Mission at
Carmel-- as it was,
as it now is. In 1884
Serra's grave was found
in the sanctuary.
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lesser degree and put to practical use and opened to visitors. Over
half a million people visit these annually. And despite the many
features California offers in scenery and historic sites, interest in
the missions not only does not diminish but interest in them and
visits to them are o~ the increase. Precisely the three with which
Serra had special interest in are the most visited: Carmel, San
Juan Capistrano, and Santa Barbara. Thus through monuments
around the world, through the written and spoken word, we return
to California, the local area where once he worked- California,
where the missions stand like silent sentinels guardillg the old
King's Highway, El Camino Real.
The year 1969 will mark the bicentennial of its settlement, and
the fame of California will once again be heralded far and wide.
The celebrations will not subside quickly, but will continue for
years thereafter on local scenes. First will come Monterey in
1970; then San Luis Obispo in 1972; San Francisco and San Juan
Capistrano in 1976, which will conicide \vith the bicentennial of
our nation; the city of San Jose in 1979; Los Angeles in 1981; Ventura and Santa Barbara in 1982. The sustained interest in California history is world-wide and it all began because of a man, a
place of destiny, and a book.
Though he asked to be forgotten, Serra will be remembered.
He had a character that Pal6u admired, which he penetrated
deeply from the time he met Serra in the classroom in Palma,
Spain, until he saw him pass away in Carmel, California, a period
of forty-four years. Pal6u's delineation of Serra has captivated the
minds and hearts of readers- a man Htterly committed and dedicated to his work, whole-souled in operation, dynamic, fearless ,
optimistic, zealous and true to his ideals .
Although medieval in his ascetic and devotional life, Serra was
as modern as an American businessman in his planning, foresight,
and administration. In him were combined the graces of the
17
mystic and the acumen of the businessman, the scholar and the
man of action, the professor and the plowman. He called himself
the "manager of farms," but subsequent generations have named
him the Apostle of California. It was not alone the work he accomplished that endears him to men, but his character. It glows
in these three sentences, gleaned from his writings:
Alawys go forward and never turn back ( 1749).
To a lover all things are sweet ( 1769) .
Whatever we do, let us do well ( 1783) .

Concerning the Origin§ of
The U ni ver§ilty of California
LEON L. LOUFBOUROW,

Church Historian and Author
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N MARCH 3, 1868 "An Act to Create and Organize the University of California" was introduced in the State Legislature. It
unanimously passed and was signed by Governor Henry Haight
on March 23. Thus the University of California was legally born,
and the centennial of this action was observed March 23, 1968, on
the Berkeley campus. To understand the significance of the event,
however, one must look to the background of the chartering.

Most early Californians were here for gold; they were not

The College of California, a Congregational-Presbyterian
school, which gave up its charter to start the State University

educationally minded. Records clearly show that the initiative in
higher education was taken by churches. The first charter for an
institution of higher education was granted on July 10, 1851 by
the Supreme Court of the State. It was to the Methodists for
what we now know as the University of the Pacific. 1 The Methodists also for a while maintained Pacific Methodist College in
Santa Rosa, 2 and Napa College. 3 The Roman Catholics early
started the University of Santa Clara which was chartered April
28, 1855. 4 Other church groups had colleges near Lodi and
Watsonville, but they were short lived.
Most important for relationships to the University of California
1 Rockwell D. Hunt, History of the College of the Pacific. (Stockton: College
of the Pacific, 1951 ), pp. 6-8.
2 J. C. Simmons, History of Southern Methodism on the Pacific Coast (Nashville: Southern Methodist Publishing House, 1886), p. 211.
3 Hunt, op. cit., pp. 47 ff.
4 The question of priority between the University of the Pacific and the
University of Santa Clara is discussed by Hunt, op. cit., pp. 6-7.
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was establishment by New England-trained Congregationalists and
Old School and New School Presbyterians of the College of California at Oakland. 5 It had begun in 1853 as the Contra Costa
Academy and was chartered April 15, 1855. While all early
California schools had financial difficulties, the College of California had a strong board of trustees, property in Oakland and a
tract of land north of the town, a small but competent faculty,
and an incipient student body.
To understand the socio-economic atmosphere in which educational institutions operated in the 1850s, one must take note of
California politics. As the Civil War drew near, the population
was divided in its loyalties. Southern sympathizers were more
politically astute than the Northerners, for they controlled the
government in Sacramento during three administrations. While
Leland Stanford led the Republicans to their first victory in 1861,
four years later the Democrats returned to power. 6
In the Republican administration, John Swett was Superintendent
of Public Instruction.. He was a highly esteemed educator, and
even now we occasionally name school plants for him. His
emphasis was on elementary education, and he believed that secondary and college training should be left in private hands. "When
the state has provided every child the means for a common

school education," he said, "then let the high schools and state

Isaac Owen, principal founder of the University
of the Pacific, chartered in 1851. Dr. Loofbourow, the 90year-old author of this article, displays Owen's much-worn saddlebags.

universities be established, and until then let private institutions
and colleges already established furnish the means of higher education."7
When the Democrats returned to power in 1867, Oscar Penn
Fitzgerald, a Methodist minister from Georgia, 8 became Superindent of Public Instruction, and started vigorously on the organization of a state university and a normal school. The latter materialized, was located and adequately housed in San Jose, and
during the century has grown into the San Jose State College.
Trustees of the College of California, after much discussion,
offered their name and assets to the State if it would agree to
maintain a college of liberal arts. Legal involvments in the transfer were removed by the Supreme Court giving the trustees of the
College authority to make the transfer.9
Apparently Fitzgerald went to the legislature with this offer of
the trustees of the College and two possible forms for the charter.
One had been prepared by Edward Bannister, president of the
University of the Pacific, and the other by John W. Dwinell, a
trustee of the College of California. The result has been noted
at the beginning of this article.
The board of trustees of the College of California had as
members some of the best known ministers and businessmen in
upper California. Among the clergymen were Bishop William I.
Kipps, Episcopalian; D. B. Cheney, Baptist; Thomas Starr King,
5 William W. Ferrier, Ninety Years of Education in California (California:
Sather Gate Book Shop, 1937), pp. 177 ff.
6 Robert Glass Cleland, History of California, The American Period (New
York: Macmillan Co., 1922) p. 469.
7 Ferrier, op. cit., p. 314.
8 Simmons, op cit., pp. 133-135. See also, Leon L. Loofbourow, In Search
of Goas Gold (San FrancisC<l: Historical Society of California-Nevada Conference, 1950), pp. 116-18.
9 Walter W. Ferrier, The Origin and Development of the University of California (California: Sather Gate Book Shop, 1930), p. 175. Regarding this
work, Joseph C. Rowell, librarian emeritus and University archivist, says,
"It must be accepted as to statements of fact, as final and definitive." It is
a monumental work of 710 pages.

21

State officials who
launched the University:
0. P. Fitzgerald, who headed
the state school system,
and Governor Haight

Typical College of Californza ,
trustees: Thomas Starr King [left),
Unitarian minister; S. W. Willey
[below), Congregational educator, and
W. C. Ralston, who built the famed
Palace Hotel in San Francisco.

From Covert ·Martin Photo Collections

Unitarian; and James A. Benson, Horace Bushnell, Martin Kellogg,
and S. W. Willey, of the Congregational Association. General
John C . Fremont, Frederick Billings, and W. C. Ralston were
among the businessmen. 10
The list shows that though the College of California was sponsored by Congregationalists and Presbyterians, the trustees were
broadly representative. Ralston was president of the Bank of
California. Billings was a partner in the first law firm in San
Francisco. He was attorney general of the State, and later president of the Northern Pacific Railroad. The town of Billings, in
Montana, was named for him. \iVilley was for many years vicepresident of the University; Kellogg was University president.
Bushnell, returning to New Haven, Connecticut, was among the
best known of American theologians.
One other trustee deserves special note, for he was an immigrant.
Born in Trondheim, Norway, he came to the United States in 1840
and to California in 18.50. Seeing the possibility of an increase in
land values, he invested wisely and gave generously. Sather Gate
was the gift of this man, Peter Sather, who also gave money to
build Sather Tower, now more commonly referred to as the
Campanile.
This group of men gave much consideration to naming the
town, in which was located the tract of land they had secured
which would become the campus of the new University. Several
10

Ferrier, op. cit., p.

207-20~.

23

24

dozen names, mostly of Spanish connection were considered.
Especially favored was Peralta.l 1 But one day in mid-May 1866,
as the trustees met on the new campus and looked over the Bay
and the Golden Gate, Frederick Billings quoted a line from an
English philosopher and churchman, 'Bishop George Berkeley :
Westward the course of Empire takes its way. He suggested the
name Berkeley, and the trustees unanimously agreed that it was
appropriate- and Berkeley it is today.
The trustees also decided that when the townsite was surveyed,
the north-south roads were to bear the names of men of science,
while the east-west ones, to be called "ways," should be named
for men of letters. In the course of time, the writers seem to have
had better survival value, for we have Addison, Bancroft, Channing, and Dwight Ways. As for the scientists, Audubon Street has
become College Avenue, and we now drive on Shattuck Avenue
instead of Guyot. But Bowditch, Dana, Ellsworth and Fulton are
still with us. 1 ~
The above data give point to reflections on West Coast culture
of Louis B. V\Tright in his survey of the American frontier. While
California suffered from the heterogeneous character of its people,
he said, "One of the many things that made the California frontier
different was the sizable number of well educated men who left
professions in the East and came West. as a part of the gold
rush." 1a
A final word should be said regarding 0. P. Fitzgerald, for as
regards the chartering of the University, he was in a sense "the
leading lady." His four years as Superintendent of Public Instruction and as chairman of the Committee to Select a Faculty, were
his only experiences in political life. He had a considerable career
as editor of the Pacific Advocate and of the Christian Advocate at
Nashville, Tennessee. In 1890 he was elected bishop in the
Methodist Episcopal Church, South, and served in that office
until his death in 1911. 14
11
12
13
14

Ferrier, op. cit., 241-245.
Ferrier, op. cit., 241-245.
Louis B. Wright, Culture on the Moving Frontier. (New York: Harper and 1
Brothers, 1961 ), pp. 127-131.
Leon L. Loofbourow, Cross in the Sunset (San Francisco: California Historical Society, California-Nevada Conference, 1966). Vol. 1, pp 165-171,
205. Fitzgerald's literary career as a contemporary of'Mark Twain and Bret
Harte is noted in A History of the Methodist Publishing House by James

Per.n Pilkington (Nashville: Abingdon Press, 1968), pp. 353, 358-59,
474-75.

A SCOUT WITH THE BUFFALO-SOLDIERS.
WRITTEN AND ILLUSTRATED BY FREDERIC REMINGTON.

All who love the West are in deep
debt to Frederic Remington ( 1861 1909). Yale trained, he did over
2,700 sketches and paintings and
23 bronzes-chiefly soldiers, Indians, cowboys, and horses. His 300
pounds generated legendary energy! Typical of his vigorous life was
this scout with Negro cavalrymen
in Arizona. Note his helmeted figure in several sketches. He wrote
and illustrated this article for
Century Magazine. March, 1889but it is not noted in Leckie's
The Buffalo Soldiers bibliography.
Alan Dowell, a young architectural
student at Tucson, Ariz., suggested
it for this issue's P-H ScRAPBOOKwhich is a department through
which readers share articles and
stories of Western history or lore,
remembered with interest-Eos.
SAT smoking in
the quarters of an
army friend at
Fort Grant, and
through a green
lattice - work was
watching the dusty
parade and congratulating myself on the possession of this spot of comfort
in such a disagreeably hot
climate as Arizona Territory
Tli£ GOVERIUIEIC T P.ACK .
offers in the summer) when
in strode my friend the lieutenant, who threw
his cap on the table and began to roll a
cigarette.
" Well," he said," the K. 0 . has ordered
me out for a two-weeks' scouting up the San

Carlos way, and I 'm off in the morning. Would
you like to go with me ? " H e lighted the cigarette and paused for my reply.
I was very comfortable at that moment, and
knew from some past experiences that marching under the summer sun of Arizona was
real suffering and not to be considered by one
on pleasure bent; and I was also aware that
my friend the lieutenant had a reputation as a
hard rider, and would in this case select a few
picked and seasoned cavalrymen and rush
over the worst possible country in the least
possible time. I had no reputation as a hard
rider to sustain, and, moreover, had not backed
a horse for the year past. I knew too that
Uncle Sam's beans, black coffee, and the bacon
which every old soldier will tell you about
would fall to the lot of any one who scouted
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stable-call and pick out a mount? You are
one of the heavies, but I think we can outfit
you," he said; and together we strolled down
to where the bugle was blaring.
At the adobe corral the faded coats of the
horses were being groomed by black troopers in
white frocks; for the roth United States Cavalry
is composed of colored men. The fine alkaline
dust of that country is
continually sifting over
all exposed objects, so
that grooming becomes
almost as hopeless a
task as sweeping back
the sea with a housebroom. A fine old
veteran cavalry-horse,
detailed for a sergeant
of the troop, was selected to bear me on the
trip. He was a large
horse of a pony build,
both strong and sound
except that he bore a
healed-up saddle-gall,
gotten, probably, during some old march upon an endless Apache
trail. His temper had
been ruined, and a
grinning soldier said,
as he stood at a respect( ful distance, " Leouk
/. ~ out, sah. Dat ole hoss
~( shore kick youh head
' off, sah."
The lieutenant assured me th at if I
could ride that animal
through and not start
the old gall I should be
covered

with

glory ;

and as to the rest,
with the roth Dragoons. Still, I very much desired to travel through the country to the north,
and in a rash moment said, "I '11 go."
"You quite understand that you are amenable to discipline," continued the lieutenant
with mock seriousness, as he regarded me with
that soldier's contempt for a citizen which is
not openly expressed but is tacitly felt.
"I do," I answered meekly.
" Put you afoot, citizen; put you afoot, sir,
at the slightest provocation, understand," pursued the officer in his sharp manner of giving
commands.
I suggested that after I had chafed a Government saddle for a day or two I should undoubtedly beg to l.Je put afoot, and, far from
being a punishment, it n1ight be a real tnercy.

" That being settled, will you go down to

" What you don't know about cross-country

riding in these parts that horse does. It 's lucky
there isn't a hole in the ground where his hoofs
trod, for he 's pounded up and down across
this Territory for the last five years."
Well satisfied with my mount, I departed.
That evening numbers of rubber-muscled cavalry officers called and drew all sorts of horrible pictures for my fancy, which greatly
amused them and duly filled me with dismal
forebodings. "A man from New York comes
out here to trifle with the dragoon," said one
facetious chap, addressing my lieutenant; "so
now, old boy, you don't want to let him get
away with the impression that the cavalry
don't ride." I caught the suggestion that it was
the purpose of those fellows to see that I was
" ridden down" on that trip; and though I
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got my resolution to the sticking-point, I knew
that "a pillory can outpreach a parson," and
that my resolutions might not avail against
the hard saddle.
On the following morning I was awakened
by the lieutenant's dog-rubber,l and got up
to array myself in my field costume. My old
troop-horse was at the door, and he eyed his
citizen rider with malevolent gaze. Even the
dumb beasts of the army share that quiet contempt for the citizen which is one manifestation of the military spirit, born of strength, and
as old as when the first man went forth with
purpose to conquer his neighbor man.

A

HALT TO

TIGHTI!N

Down in front of the post-trader's was gathered the scouting party. A tall sergeant, grown
old in the service, scarred on battlefields, hardened by long marches,- in short, a product of
the camp,- stood by his horse's head. Four
enlisted men, picturesquely clad in the cavalry soldier's field costume, and two packers,
mounted on diminutive bronco mules, were
in charge of four pack-mules loaded with
appcrajos and packs. This was our party.
Presently the lieutenant issued from the headquarters' office arid joined us. An orderly led
up his horse. " Mount," said the lieutenant;
and swinging himself into his saddle he started
off up the road. Out past the groups of adobe
houses which constitute a frontier military
village or post :ve rode, stopping to water
our horses at the httle creek, now nearly dry,the last water for many miles on our trail,and presently emerged upon the great desert.
1 Soldier detailed as officer's servant.

Together at the head of the little cavalcade
rode the lieutenant and I, while behind, in
single file, came the five troopers, sitting loosely
in their saddles with the long stirrup of the
United States cavalry seat, forage-hats set
well over the eyes, and carbines, slickers, canteens, saddle-pockets, and lariats rattling at
their sides. Strung out behind were the four
pack-mules, now trotting demurely along, now
stopping t•> feed, and occasionally making a
solemn apJ evidently well-considered attempt
to get o; .t of line and regain the post which
we wer<. :eaving behind. The packers brought
up tl.. ~ ' ~ar, swinging their" blinds" and shout-

THE

PA{.:i..:S.

ing at the lagging mules in a manner which
evinced a close acquaintance with the character
and peculiarities of each beast.
The sun was getting higher in the heavens
and began to assert its full strength. The yellow dust rose about our horses' hoofs and settled again over the dry grass and mesquite bush.
Stretching away on our right was the purple
line of the Sierra Bonitas, growing bluer and
bluer until lost in the hot scintillating atmosphere of the desert horizon. Overhead stretched
the deep blue of the cloudless sky. P resently
we halted and dismounted to tighten the packs,
which work loose after the first hour. One by
one the packers caught the little mules, threw
a blind over their eyes, an<l "Now, Whitey!
Ready! eve-e-c-e - gimme that loop," came
from the men as they heaved and tossed the
circling ropes in the mystic movements of the
diamond hitch. "All fast, Lieutenant," cries a
packer, and mounting we move on up the long
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slope of the mesa towards the Sierras. '~' e
enter a break in the foothills, and the grade
becomes steeper and steeper, until at last it
rises at an astonishing angle.
The lieutenant shouts th e command to dismount, and we obey. The brielle-reins are
tossed over the horses' heads, the carbines
thrown butt upwards over the backs of the
troopers, a long drink is taken from the canteens, and I observe that each man pulls a plug
of tobacco about a foot long from one of the
capacious legs of his troop-boots and wrenches
off a chew. This greatly amused me, and as
I laughed I pondered over the fertility of the
soldier mind; and while I do not think that the
original official military board which evolved
the United States troop-boot had this idea in
mind, the adaptation of means to an end reflects
great credit on the intelligence of some one.
Up the ascent of the mountain we toiled,
now winding among trees and brush, s<!rambling up precipitous slopes, picking a way
across a field of shattered rock, or steadying
our horses over the smooth surface of some
bowlder, till it seemed to my uninitia ted mind
that cavalry was not equal to the emergencies
of such a country. In the light of subsequent
expetiences, however, I feel confident that any
cavalry officer who has ever chased Apaches
would not hesitate a moment to lead a command up the Bunker Hill Monument. The
slopes of the Sierra Bonitas are very steep, and
as the air became more rarified as we toiled
upward I found that I was panting for breath.
My horse - a veteran 1110Ulltaineer

TROOPER IN TOW.

-grunted in his
efforts and drew
his breath in a
long and labored
blowing; consequently I felt as
though I was not
doing anything
unusual in puffing
and blowing myself. The resolutions of the previous night needed
considerable nursing, and though
they were kept
alive, at times I
reviled myself for
being such a fool
as to do this sort
of thing under the
delusion that it
was an enjoyable
experience. On
the trail ahead I

saw the lieutenant throw himself on the ground.
I followed his example, for I was nearly "done
for." I never had felt a rock that was as soft
as the one I sat on. It was literally downy.
The old troop-horse heaved a great sigh, and
dropping his head went fast asleep, as every
good soldier should do when he finds the opportunity. The lieutenant and I discussed the
climb, and my voice was rather loud in pronouncing it "beastly." My companion gave
me no comfort, for he was" a soldier, andunapt
to weep," though I thought he might have used
his official prerogative to grumble. The negro
troopers sat about, their black skins shining
with perspiration, and took no interest in the
matter in hand. They occupied such time in
joking and in merriment as seemed fitted for
growling. They may be tired and they may
be hungry, but they do not see fit to augment
their misery by finding fault with everybody
and everything. In this particular they are
charmin~ men with whom to serve. Officers
have often confessed to me that when they are
on long and monotonous field service and are
troubled with a depression of spirits, they have
only to go about the campfires of the negro
soldier in order to be amused and cheered by
the clever absurdities of the men. Personal
relations can be much closer between white
officers and colored soldiers than in the white
regiments without breaking the barriers which
are necessary to army discipline. The men
look up to a good officer, rely on him in trouble,
and even seek him for advice in their small
personal affairs. In barracks no soldier is allowed by his fellows to "cuss out" a just and
respected superior. As to their bravery, I am
often asked," Will they fight?" That is easily
answered. They have fought many, many
times. The old sergeant sitting near me, as calm
of feature as a bronze statue, once deliberately
walked over a Cheyenne rifle-pit and killed his
man . One little fellow near him once took
charge of a lot of stampeded cavalry-horses
when Apache bullets were flying loose and no
one knew from what point to expect them next.
These little episodes prove the sometimes
doubted self-reliance of the negro.
After a most frugal lunch we resumed our
journey towards the clouds. Climbing many
weary hours, we at last stood on the sharp
ridge of the Sierra. Behind us we could see
the· great yellow plain of the Sulphur Spring
Valley, and in front, stretching away, was that
of the Gila, looking like the bed of a sea with
the water gone. H ere the lieutenant took
observations and busied himself in making
an itinerary of the trail. In obedience to an
order of the department commander, General Miles, scouting parties like ours are constantly being sent out from the chain of forts
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which surround the great San Carlos reservation. The purpose is to make provision against
Apache outbreaks, which are momentarily expected, by familiarizing officers and soldiers
with the vast solitude of mountain and desert.
New trails for the movement of cavalry columns
across the mountains are threaded out, waterholes of which the soldiers have no previous
knowledge are discovered, and an Apache
band is at all times liable to meet a cavalry
command in out-of-the-way places. A salutary
effect on the savage mind is then produced.
Here we had a needed rest, and then began

the descent on the other side. This was a new
experience. The prospect of being suddenly
overwhelmed by an avalanche of horseflesh
as the result of some unlucky stumble makes
the recruit constantly apprehensive. But the
trained horses are sure of foot, understand the
business, and seldom stumble except when
treacherous ground gives way. On the crest
the prospect was very pleasant, as the pines
there obscured the hot sun; but we suddenly
left them for the scrub mesquite which bars
your passage and reaches forth for you with
its thorns when you attempt to go around.
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We wound downward among the masses of
rock for some time, when we suddenly found ourselves on a shelf of rock. We sought to avoid
it by going up and around, but after a tiresome march we were still confronted by a drop
of about a hundred feet. I gave up in despair;
but the lieutenant, after gazing at the unknown depths which were masked at the bottom by a thick growth of brush, said, " This
is a good place to go down." I agreed that
it was if you once got started ; but personally
I did not care to take the tumble.
Taking his horse by the bits, the young officer
began the descent. The slope was at an angle
of at least sixty degrees, and was covered with
loose dirt and bowlders, with the mask of brush
at the bottom concealing awful possibilities of
what might be beneath. The horse hesitated
a moment, then cautiously put his head down
and his leg forward and started. The loose
earth crumbled, a great stone was precipitated
to the bottom with a crash, the horse slid and
floundered along. Had the situation not been
so serious it would have been funny, because
the angle of the incline was so great tnat
the horse actually sat on his haunches like a
dog. " Come on!" shouted the redoubtable
man of war; and as I was next on the ledge
and could not go back or let any one pass me,
I remembered my resolutions. They prevailed
against my better judgment, and I started.
My old horse took it unconcernedly, and we
came down all right, bringing our share of dirt

and stones and plunging through the wall of
brush at the bottom to find our friend safe
on the lower side. The men came along without so much as a look of interest in the proceeding, and then I watched the mules. I had
confidence in the reasoning powers of a packmule, and thought that he might show some
trepidation when he calculated the chances;
but not so. Down came the mules, without
turning an ear, and then followed the packers,
who, to my astonishment, rode down. I watched
them do it, and know not whether I was more
lost in admiration or eager in the hope that
they would meet with enough difficulty to
verify my predictions.
We then continued our journey down the
mountains through a box-canon. Suffice it to
say that, as it is a cavalry axiom that a horse
can go wherever a man can if the man will
not use his· hands, we made a safe transit.
Our camp was pitched by a little mountain
stream near a grassy hillside. The saddles,
packs, and apperajos were laid on the ground
and the horses and mules herded on the side
of the hill by a trooper, who sat perched on a
rock above them, carbine in hand. I was thoroughly tired and hungry, and did my share in
creating the famine which it was clearly seen
would reign in that camp ere long. We sat
about the fire and talked. The genial glow
seems to possess an occult quality: it warms
the self-confidence of a man; it lulls his moral
nature; and the stories which circulate about a
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campfire are always more interesting than
authentic. One old packer possessed a wild
imagination, backed by a fund of experiences
gathered in a life spent in knocking about
everywhere between the Yukon River and the
City of Mexico, and he rehearsed tales which
would have staggered the Baron. The men
got out a pack of Mexican cards and gambled
ala game called ~'Coon-can" for a few nickels and dimes and that other soldier currency tobacco. Quaint expressions came from the
card party. " Now I 'se a-goin' to scare de
life outen you when I show down dis han',"
said one man after a deal. The player addressed looked at his hand carefully and quietly
rejoined, " You might scare me, pard, but you
can't scare de fixin's I 'se got yere." The utmost good-nature seemed to prevail. They
discussed the little things which make their
lives. One man suggested that " De big jack
VoL. XXXVII. - 120.

mule, he beha vin' hisself pretty well dis trip ;
he hain't done kic.k nobody yet." Pipes were
filled, smoked, and returned to that cavalryman's grip-sack, the boot-leg, and the game
progressed until the fire no longer gave sufficient light. Soldiers have no tents in that
country, and we rolled ourselves in our blankets and, gazing up, saw the weird figure of the
sentinel against the last red_ gleam of the sunset, and beyond that the great dome of the
sky, set with stars. Then we fell asleep.
When I awoke the next morning the hill
across the caiion wall was flooded with a
golden light, while the gray tints of our camp
were steadily warming up. The soldiers had
the two black camp-pails over the fire and
were grooming the horses. Every one was
good-natured, as befits the beginning of the
day. The tall sergeant was meditatively combing his hair with a currycomb; such delight-
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fullittle unconventionalities are constantly observed about the camp. The coffee steamed
up in our nostrils, and after a rub in the brook
I pulled myself together and declared to my
comrade that I felt as good as ne:w. This was
a palpable falsehood, as my labored movements
revealed to the hard-sided cavalryman tl1e sad
evidence of ilie effeminacy of the studio. But
our respite was brief, for almost before I knew
it I was again on my horse, following down
the canon after the black charger bestrided by
the junior lieutenant of K troop. Over piles of
rocks fit only for the touch and go of a goat,
through the thick mesquite which threatened
to wipe our hats off or to swish us from the
saddle, with the air warming up and growing
denser, we rode along.. A great stretch of sandy
desert could be seen, and I foresaw hot work.
In about an hour we were clear of the descent and could ride along together, so that
conversation made the way more interesting.
We dismounted to go down a steep drop from
the high mesa into the valley of the Gila, and
then began a day warmer even than imagination had anticipated. The awful glare of the
sun on the desert, the clouds of white alkaline
dust which drifted up until lost above, seemingly too fine to settle again, and the great heat
cooking_the ambition out of us, made the conversation lag and finally drop altogether. The
water in my canteen was hot and tasteless, and
the barrel of my carbine, which I touched with
my ungloved hand, was so heated that I
quickly withdrew it. Across the hot-air waves
which made the horizon rise and fall like the
bosom of the ocean we could see a whirlwind
or sand-storm winding up in a tall spiral until
it was lost in the deep blue of the sky above.
Lizards sta,rted here and there; a snake hissed
a moment beside the trail, then sought the
cover of a dry bush; the horses moved along
with downcast heads and drooping ears. The
·men· wore a solemn look as they rode along,
and now and then one would nod as though
giving over to sleep. The pack-mules no longer
sought fresh feed along the way, but attended
strictly to business. A short halt was made,
and I alighted. Upon remounting I threw
myself violently from the saddle, and upon
examination found that I had brushed up
against a cactus and gotten my corduroys filled
with thorns. The soldiers were overcome with
great glee at this episode, but they volunteered
to help me pick them from my dress. Thus
we marched all day, and with canteens empty
we" pulled into" Fort Thomas that afternoon.
I will add that forageless cavalry commands
with pack-animals do not halt until a full day's
march is completed, as the mules cannot be
kept too long under their burdens.
At the fort we enjoyed that hospitality which

is a kind of freemasonry among army officers.
The colonel made a delicious concoction of I
know not what, and provided a hammock in
a cool place while we drank it. Lieutenant
F - - got cigars that were past praise, and
another officer had provided a bath. Captain
B-- turned himself out of doors to give us
quarters, which graciousness we accepted while
our consciences pricked. But for all that Fort
Thomas is an awful spot, hotter than any other
place on the crust of the earth. The siroccos
continually chase each other over the desert,
the convalescent wait upon the sick, and the
thermometer persistently reposes at the figures
rzso F. Soldiers are kept in the Gila Valley
posts for only six months at a time before they
are relieved, and they count the days.
On the following morning at an early hour
we waved adieus to our kind friends and took
Ol\r way down the valley. I feel enough interested in the discomforts of that march to tell
about it, but I find that there are not resources
in any vocabulary. Ifthe impression is abroad
that a cavalry soldier's life in the Souili-west
has any of the lawn-party element in it, I
think the impression could be effaced by doing .
a march like that. The great clouds of dust
choke you and settle over horse, soldier, and
accouterments until all local color is lost and
black man and white man wear a common hue.
The " chug, chug, chug" of your tired horse as
he marches along becomes infinitely tiresome,
and cavalry soldiers never ease themselves in the
saddle. Th?-t is an army axiom. I do not know
what would happen to a man who "hitched"
in his saddle, but it is carefully instilled into
their minds that they must" ride the horse" at
all times and not lounge on his back. No pains
are spared to prolong the usefulness of an army
horse, and every old soldier knows that his
good care will tell when the long forced march
comes some day, and when 'to be put afoot by
a poor mount means great danger in Indian
warfare. The soldier will steal for his horse,
will share his camp bread, and will moisten
the horse's nostrils and lips with the precious
water in the canteen. In garrison the troophorses lead a life of ease and plenty; but it is
varied at times by a pursuit of hostiles, when
they are forced over the hot sands and up over
the perilous mountains all day long, only to see
the sun go down with the rider still spurring
them on amid the quiet of the long night.
Through a little opening in the trees we see
a camp and stop in front of it. A few mesquite
trees, two tents, and some sheds made of
boughs beside an acequia make up the background. By the cooking-fire lounge two or
three rough frontiersmen, veritable pirates in
appearance, with rough flannel shirts, slouch
hats, brown canvas overalls, and an unkempt
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air ; but suddenly, to my intense astonishment, they rise, stand in their tracks as immovable as graven images, and salute the
lieutenant in the most approved manner of
Upton. Shades of that sacred book the" Army
Regulations," then these men were soldiers! It
was a camp of instruction for Indians and a
post of observation. They were nice fellows,
and did everything in their power to entertain
the cavalry. We were· given a tent, and one
man cooked the army rations in such strange
shapes and mysterious ways that we marveled
as we ate. After dinner we Ia y on our blankets
watching the groups of San Carlos Apaches
who came to look at us. Some of them knew
the lieutenant, with whom they had served
and whom they now addressed as" Young
Chief." They would point him out to others
with great zest, and babble in their own language. Great excitement prevailed when it was
discovered that I was using a sketch-book, and
I was forced to disclose the half-finished visage of one villainous face to their gaze. It was
straightway torn up, and I was requested, with
many scowls and grunts, to discontinue that
pastime, for Apaches more than any other
Indians dislike to have portraits made. That
night the "hi-ya-ya-hi-ya-hi-yo-o-o-o-o" and
the beating of the tom-toms came from all

parts of the hills, and we sank to sleep
with this grewsome lullaby.
The following day, as we rode, we
were never out of sight of the brush
huts of the Indians. We observed the
simple domestic processes of their
lives. One naked savage got up suddenly from behind a mesquite bu sh,
which so startled the horses that quicker
than thought every animal made a violent plunge to one side. No one of the
trained riders seemed to mind this
unlooked-for movement in the least
beyond displaying a gleam of grinning
ivories. I am inclined to think that it
would have let daylight upon some of
the " English hunting-seats" one sees
in Central Park.
All along the Gila Valley can be
seen the courses of stone which were
the foundations of the houses of a dense
population long since passed away.
The Jines of old irrigating ditches were
easily traced, and one is forced to wonder at the changes in Nature, for at the
present time there is not water sufficient
to irrigate land necessary for the support of as large a population as probably existed at some remote period.
We" raised" some foothills, and could
see in the far distance the great flat
plain, the buildings of the San Carlos
agency, and the white canvas of the cantonment. At the ford of the Gila we saw a company
of" doughboys" wade through the stream as
our own troop-horses splashed across. Nearer
and nearershonethewhite lines of tents until we
drew rein in the square where officers crowded
around to greet us. The jolly post-commander,
the senior captain of the roth, insisted upon
my accepting the hospitalities of his "large
hotel," as he called his field tent, on the
ground that I too was a New Yorker. Right
glad have I been ever since that I accepted
his courtesy, for he entertained me in the true
frontier style.
Being now out of the range of country
known to our command, a lieutenant in the
same regiment was detailed to accompany us
beyond. This gentleman was a character. The
best part of his life had been spent in this
rough country, and he had so long associated
with Apache scouts that his habits while on a
trail were exactly those of an Indian. He had
acquired their methods and also that instinct
oi locality so peculiar to red men. I jocosely
insisted th at Lieutenant Jim only needed
breech-clout and long hair in order to draw
rations at the agency. In the morning, as we
started under his guidance, he was a spectacle.
He wore shoes and a white shirt, and carried
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absolutely nothing in the shape of canteens
and other "plunder" which usu ally constitute a cavalry1nan's kit. He was Inountecl on
a little runt of a pony so thin and woe-begone
as to be remarkable among his kind. It was
insufferably hot as we foll owed our queer
guide up a dry canon, which cut off the breeze
Ji·mn all sides and was a veritable human fry-
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ing one; nevertheless, by the exercise of selfdenial, which is at titnes heroic, he Inanages to

pull through. They say th at he sometimes
fill s ·an old meat-tin with water in -anticipation
of a long march, and stories which try credulity are told of the amo unt of water he has
drunk at times.
Yuma Apaches, miserable wretches, come
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ing-pan. I marched next behind our leader,
and all clay long the patter, patter of that Indian pony, bearing his tireless rider, made an
aggravating display of insensibility to fatigu e,
heat, dust, and climbing. On we marched over
the rolling hills, dry, parched, desolate, covered with cactus and loose stones. It was
Nature in one of her cruel moods, and the
great silence over all the land displayed her
tnastery over tnan.

\.Vhen we reached water

and camp that night our ascetic leader had his
first drink. I t was a long one and a strong one,
but at last he arose from the pool and with a
smile remarked that his "canteens were full."
Officers in the regiment say that no one will
give Lieutenant Jim a drink from his canteen,
but this does not change his habit of not carry-

into camp, shake hands gravely with every one,
and then in their Indian way begin the inevitable inquiries as to how the coffe e and flour are
holding out. The campfire darts and crackles,
the soldiers gath e1~ around it, eat, joke, and
bring out the greasy pack of cm·cls. The officers
gossip of army affairs, while I lie on my blankets,
smoking and trying to establish relations with
a very small and very dirty little Yuma Apache,
who sits near n1e and gazes with spark1ing eyes
at the strange object which I undoubtedly
seem to him. That "patroness of rogues,"
the full moon, rises slowly over the great hill
while I look into her honest fa ce and lose myself in reflections. It seems but an instant
before a glare of sun strikes my eyes and I am
awake for another clay. I am mentally quar-
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~ Sierras.
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'~' e saw the lieutenant throw himself on the ground.

and the grade I followed his example, for I was nearly" clone
until at last it for." I never hac\ felt a rock that was as soft
as the one I sat on. It was literally downy.
mmancl to c\is- The ole\ troop-horse heaved a great sigh, and
>ridle-reins are dropping his head went fast asleep, as every
:, the carbines good soldier should do when he finds the op' backs of the portunity. The lieutenant and I discussed the
from the can- climb, and my V()ice was rather loud in protan pulls a plug nouncing it "beastly." l\'Iy companion gave
om one of the me no comfort, for he was "a soldier, and unapt
; and wrenches to weep," though I thought he might have used
eel me, and as his official prerogative to grumble. The negro
fertility of the troopers sat about, their black skins shining
t think that the with perspiration, and took no interest in the
'" hich evol vee\ matter in hand. They occupied such time in
ad this idea in joking and in merriment as seemed fitted for
an end reflects growling. They may be tired and they may
of some one.
be hungry, but they do not see fit to augment
tain we toiled, their misery by finding fault with everybody
brush sC\·am- and everything. In this particular they are
>icking' a way charmin~ men with whom to serve. Officers
:, or steadying have often confessed to me that when they are
trface of some on long and monotonous field service and are
rinitiated mine\ troubled with a depression of spirits, they have
1e emergencies only to go about the campfires of the negro
of subsequent soldier in order to be amused and cheered by
fident that any the clever absurdities of the men. Personal
msecl Apaches relations can be much closer between white
o lead a com- officers and colored soldiers than in the white
mument. The regiments without breaking the barriers which
very steep, and are necessary to army discipline. The men
l as we toiled look up to a good officer, rely on him in trouble,
ing for breath. and even seek him for advice in their small
horse- a vet- personal affairs. In barracks no soldier is al1 mountaineer lowed by his fellows to" cuss out" a just and
~runted in his respected superior. As to their bravery, I am
rts and drew often asked, "Will they fight? " That is easily
breath in a answered. They have fought many, many
~ and labored times. The old sergeant sitting near me, as calm
iving; conse~ of feature as a bronze statue, once deliberately
ntly I felt as walked over a Cheyenne rifle-pit and killed his
ogh I was not man. One little fellow near him once took
1g anything charge of a lot of stampeded cavalry-horses
sua! in puffing when Apache bullets were flying loose and no
blowing my- one knew from what point to expect them next.
The resolu- These little episodes prove the sometimes
LS of the previ- doubted self-reliance of the negro.
night needed
After a most frugal lunch we resumed our
siderable nurs- journey towards the clouds. Climbing many
and though weary hours, we at last stood on the sharp
r were kept ridge of the Sierra. Behind us we could see
e, at times I the great yellow plain of the Sulphur Spring
led myself for Valley, and in front, stretching away, was that
rg such a fool of the Gila, looking like the bed of a sea with
o do this sort the water gone. Here the lieutenant took
1ing under the observations and busied himself in making
tsion that it an itinerary of the trail. In obedience to an
an enjoyable order of the department commander, Generience. On eral Miles, scouting parties like ours are contrail ahead I stantly being sent out from the chain of forts

reling with that insane desire to march which
I know possesses Lieutenant Jim; but it is
useless to expostulate, and before many hours
the iittle pony constantly mo ving along ahead
of me becomes a part of my life. There he goes.
I can see him now-always moving briskly
along, pattering over the level, trotting up the
dry bee\ of a stream, disappearing into the dense
chapparal thicket that covers a steep hillside,
jumping rocks, and doing everything but" halt."
We are now in the high hills, and the air
is cooler. The chap para! is thicker, the ground
is broken into a succession of ridges, and the
volcanic bowlders pil e up in formidable shapes.
My girth loosens and I dismount to fix it,
remembering that old saddle-gall. The command moves on and is lost to sight in a deep
ravine. Presently I resume my journey, and
in the meshwork of ravines I find that I no
longer see the trail of the column. I retrace
and climb and slide clown hill, forcing my
way through chapparal, ancl after a long
time I see the pack-mules go out of sight far
away on a mountain slope. The blue peaks
of the Pinals tower a11·ay on my left, and I be-

was only a hundred-foot drop, and tl1ey presently found a place to go clown, whert, as one
soldier suggested, "there is n't footing for a
lizard.'' On, on we go, when suddenly with

Q

great crash some sanely ground gives way, ami
a collection of hoofs, troop-boots, ropes, canteens, and flying stirrups goes rolling over in a
cloud of dust and finds a lodgment in the hottom
of a dry watercourse. The dust settles and discloses a soldier and his horse. They rise to their
feet and appear astonished, but as the soldier
mounts and follows on we know he is unhurt.
Now a coyote, surprised by our cavalcade and
unabl e to get up the ledge, runs along th e opposite side of the cation wall. "Pop, pop, pop,
pop" go the six-shooters, and then follo~v explanations by each marksman of the parttcular
thing 'rhich tnadc him tniss.
That night we were forced to make a " dry
camp"; that is, one where no water

IS

to be

found. There is such an amount of misery locked
up in the thought of a dry camp that I refu se to
chi-ell upon it. We were glad enough to get
upon the trailln the morning, and in time found
a nice runningn1ountain-luook. The command

gin to indulge in 1nean thoughts concerning wallowed in it. We drank as much as we could

the indomitable spirit of Lieutenant Jim , for I
know he will take us clear over the top of that
pale blue line of far-distant mountains. I presume I ha,·e it in my power to pbce nwsclfin
a more heroic li ght, but this kind of candor is
good for the soul.
In course of time I came up 1rith the command, which had stopped at a ledge so steep
that it had daunted even these mountaineer,;. It

hold ancl then sat clown. We arose and drank
so me tnore, and yet we drank again , and still
once more. until we were literall y water-logged.

Lieutenant Tim became uneasy, so

\\T

took up

our march. \Ve were always resuming the march

when allnature called aloud forrest.". eclimbecl
straight up impossible places: The air ~rew
chill , and in a gorge a cold 11111d blew bnskly
d01m to supply the hot air rising from sands
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of the mesa far below. That night we made a
camp, and the only place where I could make
my bed was on a great flat rock. vVe were
now among the pines, which towered above
us. The horses were constantly losing one
another in the timber in their search for grass,
in consequence of which they whinnied, while
the mules brayed, and made the mountain
hideous with sound.
By another long climb we reached the extreme peaks of the Pinal range, and there before us was spread a view which was grand
enough to compensate us for the labor. Be·

ginning in "gray reds," range after range of
mountains, overlapping each other, grow purple
and finally lose themselves in pale blues. We
sat on a ledge and gazed. The soldiers were
interested, though their remarks about the
scenery somehow did not seem to express an
appreciation of th e grandeur of the view which
impressed itself strongly upon us. Finally one
fellow, less aesthetic than hi s mates, broke the
spell by a request for chewing-tobacco, so we
left off dreaming and started on.
That day Lieutenant Jim lost his bearings,
and called upon that instinct which he had
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acquired in his life among the Indians. He
"cut the signs" of old Indian trails and felt
the course to be in a certain direction - which
was undoubtedly correct, but it took us over
the highest points of the Mescal range. My
shoes were beginning to give out, anc! the
troop-boots of several soldiers threatened to
disintegrate. One soldier, more ingenious than
the rest, took out .some horse-shoe nails and
cleverly mended his boot-gear. At times we
wound around great slopes where a loose
stone or the giving way of bad ground would
have precipitated horse and rider •a thousand feet below. Qnly the courage of the
horses brings one safely through. The mules
suffered badly, and our weary horses punched
very hard with their foreparts as they went
down hill. We made the descent of the Mescals through a long canon where the sun
gets one in chancery, as it were. At last we
reached the Gila, and nearly drowned a packmule and two troopers in a quicksand. \'I e
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began to pass Indian huts, and ·saw them gathering wheat in the river bottoms, while they
paused to gaze at us and doubtless wondered
for what purpose the buffalo-soldiers were
abroad in the land. The cantonment appeared,
and I was duly gratified when we reached it.
I hobbled up to the " Grand Hotel " of my
host the captain, who laughed heartily at my
floundering movements and observed my nose
and cheeks, from which the sun had peele.cl the
skin, with evident relish at the thought of how
I had been used by his lieutenant. At his suggestion I was made an honorary member of
the cavalry, and duly admonished " not to trifle
again with the roth Nubian Horse ifi expected
any mercy."
I n clue time the march continued without
particular incident, and at last the scout "pulled
in" to the home post, and I again sat in my
easy-chair behind the lattice-work, firm in the
conviction that soldiers, like other men, fi nd
more hard work than glory in their calling.
Frederic .Remington.
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Emblem of the Tenth Regiment, United States Cavalry.
Courtesy National Archives

The ongm of the term "buffalo soldier" is uncertain, although the common
explanation is that the Indian saw a similarity between the hair of the Negro soldier
and that of the buffalo. The buffalo was a sacred animal to the Indian, and it is
unlikely that he would so name an enemy if respect were lacking. It is a fair guess
that the Negro trooper understood this and thus his willingness to accept the title.
- WILLIA:\t

H. LECKIE, The Buffalo Soldiers, A Narrat ive of the Negro Cavalry in the West (Norman: Univer-

sity of Oklahoma Press, 1967, $5.95) .

The Back East Background
of Jedediah Strong Smith
I. York State - Seed Plot of the West
ROBERT WEST HOWARD

West is a fitting middle name for this author,
though reared in New York State, he likes to delve
in Western history. His curiosity was titillated by
many writers on ]edediah Smith who begin with
1822 when at St. Louis he hired out as a hunter
for Ashley's expedition up the Missouri. Research
which led to Howard's two-part study shows Jed
had a background of lore and experience which
equipped him remarkably well to become a leader of Mountain Men .-EDs.
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PSYCHOLOGISTS agree with the ancient church tenet that lifepatterns are fairly well established during early childhood. Hence
the boyhood of Jedediah Strong Smith in the ·'Old \Vest" of New
York and Pennsylvania was critically influential to his "New West"
career.
\Vhy, then, have biographers chosen to give such casual attention to the 1799-1815 environment that conditioned him for his
adult career? And why is he a forgotten son in his native state,
New York? 1
The sparsity of family and public records about his boyhood and
adolescence are not insurmountable barriers. The essential "clues"
are: (a) he was born at Jericho, New York, in the Susquehanna
valley wilderness on January 7, 1799; (b) he migrated with his
family to Northeast Township, Pennsylvania, during the summer
of 1811; and (c) his family joined the American migration "up the
Lakes" after the War of 1812.

" Taking Captives " titles this lurid old print of Indians
attacking settlers in the area where Jed's ancestors pioneered.':'

This time-sequence of home-places focuses an ominous panorama.
]ericho-1799 says: "Central New York wilderness; anxieties about
the Six Nations" and Canada's Loyalists; the Yankee wagon trains
scruealing toward Ohio; the preachings held by Reverend Freeborn Garrettson and Bishop Francis Asbury."
North east Township, Pennsylvania-1811 proclaims: "Familiarity
with British-American tensions , as well as the Tecumseh-Six Nations' dream; the Brown-Dobbin wilderness shipyard; the Battle of
Lake Erie."
Migration-up-the-lakes-1816 shouts : "End of the Tecumseh-Six

* He was remarkably tolerant, however, as Frederick C. Gale noted

in "Jedediah Smith Meets Indian and Vice Versa," THE PACIFIC HISTORIAN, Spring,
1965. Edwin Sabin in Kit Carson Days (New York: Press of the Pioneers,
1935) p. 217, hints that, via Iroquois trappers, Jed influenced four Flatheads to come to St. Louis in 1832 seeking "the white man's book of

Heaven"-and focussed the nation's attention on Oregon.- EDS.
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Nations' dream of a British protectorate in Michigan, northern
Ohio and Indiana; freedom-of-the-Lakes; the certainty qf the same
British-Indian-American-struggle, with the same survival-of-the
wiliest rules, in the uncharted wilderness west of the Great Lakes."
All of these factors of "Jed" Smith's environment during boyhood
and adolescence help to explain how and why a 23-year-old Easterner could so quickly display qualities for leadership of Mountain
Men in exploring, and winning a livelihood from, the trans-Missouri "Far \Vest."
Reconsideration of one of Frederick Jackson Turner's most cogent statements offers insight into these New York-Pennsylvania
influences of Jedediah's life-pattern. "Stand at Cumberland Gap,"
Turner imagined, "and watch the procession of civilization marching single file. . . . Stand at South Pass in the Rockies a century
1 Jedediah Smith's birth at Jericho (now Bainbridge), N.Y., is not cited in
New York State's schoolbooks, nor has the State erected a marker at the
site. Offices of the Assistant Commissioner of State History and of the
County Historian and also the Bainbridge Village Library all professed
ignorance about Jed's associations with New York.
On April 27, 1968, however, .Mrs. Howard and I found a marker to
Jedediah erected in 1950 by the Ag-Wron-Doug-Wah chapter of the D.A.R.
It is a large granite boulder on the village common, 100 feet from the
library and 30 feet from the First Presbyterian Church, co-founded by
Jedediah Smith, Sr., in 1793. The plaque on the boulder reads:
In Memory of Jedediah Strong Smith I Pathfinder of the Sierras I Born
In Bainbridge, N.Y., January 6, 17.99. I The first American to find a gateway through I the Rocky Mountains to the Pacific Coast, at I the price of
an heroic death on July 27, 1831.
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2 Although both Maurice Sullivan and Dale L. Morgan use the name "Iroquois" in their biographies of Jedediah Strong Smith, my research background compels me to use the Colonial English terms, "Five Nations" and
"Six Nations" for these redmen.
Hurons, blood-enemies of the Five Nations, invented the sneer-name
Iroquois about 1640. It means, "The snakes who strike without warning."
The French were Huron allies and enemies of the Five Nations, so they borrowed the name. But the Colonial British consistently referred to this central and western New York confederacy as the Five Nations, then, after the
refugee Tuscaroras were admitted to the league in 1721, as the Six Nations.
The terrors of the Indian and Loyalist raids out of Niagara during the
American Revolution, the sequential seizure of the Six Nations' homelands
by the U.S.A., and subsequent alliances between the Canadians and Six
Nations Loyalists caused post-Revolution Americans to adopt the old HuronFrench sneer-name. The Confederacy's own name for its nationals was
Ongweh Oweh, meaning "the True People".

later and see the same procession with wider intervals between."~
Turner could have used other geographic locales- and with
shorter "intervals between"! Stand at Jericho in 1799 and watch
the Yankee wagons, their canvas hoods daubed with "Ohio or
Bust!" following the Allegheny detour toward "Pitts Town." Stand
in the Northeast Township wilderness in 1813 and watch Noah
Brown's roughnecks transform virgin oak and hickory into the
ships that would end British-Indian domination of the Upper
Lakes. Stand at new Erie or new Ashtabula in 1818 and watch
the Yorkers and Yankees following the Great Lakes route toward
Michigan, Illinois and Far West. Stand at V\'yoming's South Pass
in 1824 and watch a New York State youngster who had been educated by Jericho-Erie-Sandusky participation make the effective
discovery of this best gateway to the Pacific Slope. 4
Turner's choice of Cumberland Gap as the East's gate to "Manifest Destiny" was, of course, in pat agreement with prevalent folklore. A Yankee missionary named Timothy Flint became so dazzled by the Ohio Valley migrations of 1810-25 that he wrote several
romantic novels about them. His Biographical Memoir of Daniel
Boone, published in 1833, is credited as having "done much to
develop the Boone legend."" Similar scrivening by and about Davy
Crockett plus the roaring youth of Kentucky established Cumberland Gap as the-most-romantic gateway through the Appalachian
barrier.
Coincidentally, folklorists, authors, songwriters, and painters all
failed to evolve a "Dan'l Boone" or a "half alligator, half horse"
folk hero for the Yankee-Yorker exodus routes five hundred miles
north. Concentrating on America's yen for exaggeration in tall tales,
3

Frederick Jackson Turner (1861-1932), Wisconsin-born historian, in 1893
brilliantly advanced his thesis on the importance of the receding frontier and
its effect on American democracy. Often challenged, it still stands.
4 An east-bound party of Wilson Price Hunt's Astorians, led by Robert Stuart,
rode through the broad, level valley called the South Pass in October,
1812. It appears to have remained unknown until Jedediah Smith explored
it in 1824, however, so Morgan refers to the event as "the effective discovery." See Dale L. Morgan's ]edediah Smith and the Opening of the West
(Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press, Bison Book, 1964), pp. 7 and 90.
Also chapter five of Maurice S. Sullivan's ]edediah Smith Trader and Trail
Breaker (New York: Press of the Pioneers, 1936) .
.5 The Columbia Encyclopedia (New York: Columbia University Press, 1963) .
Davy Crockett's Own Story (New York: Citadel Press, 1955) includes three

volumes of his autobiographical writings, 1834-36.
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RE: FRONTIER FOLK-HEROES
Commanches felled Jedediah S. Smith
on his way to Santa Fe in 1831- but 52
years were to pass before he was hailed
as a popular hero. It came in free-wheeling
Col. Frank Triplett's 742-page pantheon
of frontier characters, titled Conquering
the Wilderness (plus 160 more hyperbolic
words in red and black ink). It billed Jed
as "one of the most celebrated of American trappers."
Triplett pumped hard to fill his 11page chapter on "J. S. Smith, Trapper,"
who was "the first American who, by the
overland route, ever set foot within the
borders of California." But most of his
facts were as phoney as this illustration of
"Smith escaping from the Mojaves". Triplett's trial balloon was of lead-and to the
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they have produced a considerable literature on characters combining a facility for picturesque language with a certain derring-do,
of which Mike Fink, is an archetype. 6
I respectfully suggest that they goofed. Jedediah Strong Smith
was, and is, their folk hero! His Jericho-Lake Erie youth had all
the frontier drama, Indian fears, and New West lures of Daniel
Boone, whose youth centered at Reading, Pennsylvania, and Yadkin, North Carolina, and who was one of Braddock's wagonmen
on the ill-starred expedition of 1755.
Boone's environment-training lured him through Cumberland
Gap to Kentucky, and, in middle-age dudgeon, to Missouri. Jedediah Smith's environment-training lured him up the Great Lakes
route to the more awesome frontier of the trans-Missouri West.
Daniel Boone, via Cumberland Gap, opened the Near West.
Jedediah Smith, via South Pass, opened the Far West; he then
excelled Boone as an epoch pioneer by proving the feasibility of
the Cache Valley-Mojave Trail route to California, the Sacramento
Valley route to Oregon, and the Columbia-Snake route along the
still-to-be-established American-British border.
The persistence of acute regional loyalties by historians, novelists,
6

For a breezy account of a boastful frontier rowdy, see Half Horse Half
Alligator, The Growth of the Mike Fink Legend, Walter Blair and Franklin
J. Meine (Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1956).

"
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Great Hero-Loving American Public, Jed
Smith remained a name unknown.
The break-through started in 1934 when
an ailing but scholarly California newspaperman, Maurice Sullivan, discovered a
portion of Smith's journal in Texas. Dale
L. Morgan and other historians were delighted, and went to work. In 1957, Smith
buffs met at the University of the Pacific
to start the national Jedediah Smith
Society.
Now Jed is in- at least on his way!
With Daniel Boone (1734-1820) it was
different. Always he happened to be where
action was- with Braddock, at Cumberland Gap, in 01' Kaintuck. To generations
of Americans he has personalized the westering frontiersman of this idealized portrait. Even today Dan'! Boone is a wellknown, often used household word.- L .D.C.

and other arts professionals is a major block to causal-awareness of
American history. A profound fa:ith in Rudyard Kipling's too trite
"East is East and West is West" seems to precondition both buff
and professional toward research somces. The loyal Westerner
grumps, and sometimes sneers, at the "effete Easterner" who dares
to interpret "our" landscape and "our" way of life. The loyal
Easterner sighs about "our" Faneuil Hall, Mount Vernon, Williamsburg, and Saint Augustine, and dares any "brash Westerner" to
comprehend them.
Yet: East was West!!! The twain met ruthlessly generation by
generation by generation for three hundred years. The environment-education of youngsters in the Connecticut River Valley
during the French & Indian Wars prepared them for conquest of
the Six Nations' devastated homelands after 1779. The youngster
who grew up amidst Indian fears, British hatreds, Yankee wagon
trains, and traditional frontier hazards of the New York-Pennsylvania "West" of 1799-1816 was competently educated for the "Far
West."
The roundup, the broncbuster, the cowboy, the trail drive, herds
of mustangs, and gangs of horsethieves were commonplaces in New
England, Virginia, the Carolinas, and Georgia for two centuries
before they emerged- with some new Mexican trappings- on the

trans-Missouri Plains. 7 The late-and-great Stanley Walker edicted,
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"Tennessee was the father of Texas." 8 Tennessee's cowboys of
1790-1820 were sons of the doughty Cowpens-crackers of the

Georgia-Carolina Highlands.
The prairie schooner- it was named after a two-masted fishing
vessel invented at Gloucester, Massachusetts, in 1710!- was an
adaptation of the red-white-and-blue Conestoga wagon invented
by the German frontiersman of William Penn's Sylvania.9
Wells-Fargo is one of the proudest names in Far West folklore
and history- and rightfully. But, save for one or two vacation
trips, neither Vermonter Henry \ Veils nor Pompey, New York's
William Fargo ever ventured west of Lake Erie. 10 As for the
stagecoaches, they were designed and built in New Hampshire.
Marcus and Narcissa Whitman of Rushville, New York- a day's
ponyride west of Jedediah's ·birthplace- followed Jedediah through
South Pass during the first week of July, 1836. and wagoned on to
pioneer the Oregon Trail. 11 John Bidwell12 of Ripley, New York,
argued so obstreperously with "Broken Hand" Fitzpatrick 13 in and
around South Pass during the summer of 1841 that Fitzpatrick
finally gave the Bidwell-Bartleson group "good riddance" in venturing down the Bear River Valley to pioneer the California Trail.
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7 The cowboy traditions of New England and the Carolina-Georgia Highlands are detailed in my The Horse in America (Chicago: Follett Publishing Company, 1965 ).
8 Stanley Walker ( 1898-1962 ) won fame as a New York newspaperman, but
always was loyal, even partial, to his native Texas.
9 The drivers of early Conestoga wagons usually rode the left wheeThorse,
and are credited with starting the custom of keeping to the right side of
the road. In England, it would seem, a different practice prevailed.
10 Irene Simpson, curator of the History Room of the Wells-Fargo Bank in
San Francisco, is my charming authority for this.
11 Dr. Marcus Whitman ( 1802-47) and wife Narcissa Prentiss ( 1808-47),
Presbyterian-Congregational medical missionaries, were murdered by Indians at their mission near Walla Walla, Wash.
1:2 General John Bidwell ( 1819-1900) arrived in California in 1841 and developed a large ranch at Chico, where his Victorian mansion is now a
state-owned museum. He was the Prohibition party's candidate for president
in 1892 and won 265,000 votes. Dr. Rockwell D. Hunt, "Mr. California,"
was an intimate friend and in 1942 published John Bidwell, Prince of
Pioneers .
13 Thomas Fitzpatrick (1799-1854 ), fur trader and guide, was born in Ireland.
He was with Jedediah Smith in 1824 in the South Pass, and later became
his business partner. "Broken Hand" guided Bidwell west to Fort Hall,
Idaho, and later served Fremont, Kearny, and others.

Brigham Young, 14 erstwhile excellent cabinetmaker, painter and
glazier of Mendon, New York-a two-day ponyride west of Jedediah's· birthplace- gave the 1846 command that sent the Latterday Saints over Jedediah Smith's Platte-South Pass route to found
the Mormon Trail into Deseret. John \Vesley Powell, 15 educated
by the great gorge and rapids of the Genesee River near his
Mount Morris, New York, birthplace, organized and led the 186970 expedition that first surveyed and geologically analyzed the
Green and Colorado River routes J edediah Smith had pioneered.
These "effete Easterner" influences on the Far West persisted,
of course, via Bret Harte 1 r. of Albany, New York; Theodore DeHone Judah 17 of Troy, New York; Collis P. Huntington 1 8 of
Oneonta, New York; Leland Stanford 19 of Watervliet, New York;
Frederic Remington 20 of Ogdensburg, New York; William "Billy
14
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Brigham Young (1801-77 ) was born in Vermont. He became a painter and
glazier at Mendon, N.Y., where he was attracted to the new religion organized by Joseph Smith, another Vermonter, at Palmyra, N.Y. Young's role
in shaping Mormonism is too well known to need notice here.
15 John Wesley Powell ( 1834-1902), named for the founder of Methodism,
was born in a village now within New York City. This one-armed professor
of geology at Illinois Wesleyan University won fame as an explorer and as
director of the Bureau of American Ethnology.
16 Francis Bret Harte ( 1836-1902 ) went to California aged nineteen, and
soon was established as a writer of verse and short stories rich in local
color. Consular appointments in Europe enabled him to continue as an
author, and he died in London.
17 Theodore De Hone Judah ( 1826-63), born at Bridgeport, Conn., is remembered as a planner for the Central Pacific Railroad. He broke with associates, and died on a trip east to seek capital for another route.
18 Collis Potter Huntington ( 1821-1900), was born at Torrington, Conn. 1n
1836 he walked- probably via the Catskill-Susquehanna Pike- to the Susquehanna valley village of Oneonta to work in his brother's grocery store.
19 Leland Stanford ( 11>24-93), native of Watervliet, practiced law in Wisconsin before going to California in 1852 where he became a merchant, railroad builder, U.S. Senator, and a university founder. The presence of California's Big Four (Stanford, Huntington, Mark Hopkins, Charles Crocker)
in Central New York during 1836-38, plus Judah, plus future Union Pacific bosses, Thomas Durant and Sidney Dillon, plus toddlers Bret Harte
and Phil Sheridan, is one of the most intriguing "coincidences" in history.
20

Frederic Remington ( 1861-1909) , a Yale-trained artist, did more than :2,700
painting and drawings- chiefly of life on the Western plains, horse, cowboys, Indians. [The cover and reprinted Century Magazine feature of this

issue attest his expertise and versatility in this field. Eds.]
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Photo by Charles J. Bayer
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the Kid" Bonney21 of Brooklyn, New York; Theodore Roosevelt 22
of New York, New York; and that stern Old West profile, William
S. Hart 23 of Newburgh, New York.
East was West!!!
Obviously, I am equally guilty of flaunting "regional pride." I
was born and raised in New York. My fascination with Far West
and its pioneers evolved in New York libraries when, as an editorwriter for WPA's New York guidebook, then for Farm Journal, I
kept bumping into New Yorkers who became \Nest-makers as explorers, traders, evangelists, merchants, engineers, writers, sculptors,
21

Yes, Billy the Kid ( 1859-81) was a city boy. Active in New Mexico's
Lincoln County War, he was in and out of jail till Sheriff Pat F. Garrett
closed his career with a lead seal.
22 He was not a successful rancher in North Dakota, but Theodore Roosevelt
(1858-1919) regained his health there and went on to the U.S . Presidency.
23 William S. Hart ( 1870-1946) was a Broadway actor who in 1914 discovered
the movies and with his horse Paint soon became the prototype of the
strong silent man of the Old West. One of his best-known films is Wild
Bill Hickok.

An informative marker in Sublette County, Wyoming.
Below: Secretary ofInterior Udall's reply to a proposal
that NPS include Smith's routes in its trail-111arking projects.

THE SECRETARY OF THE INTERIOR
WASHINGTON
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SMITH FAMILY MIGRATION BEFORE 1799
Samuel and Elizabeth Smith came from IpswiCh, England, settling near Boston at Watertown in 1634. Five generations
later Seth Smith was at Granby, now a suburb of Holyoke. He
was briefly at Brattleboro, but left as a "Vermont Sufferer,"
when New York lost its border feud, to take a grant at Spencertown, later returning to Granby. His son Jedediah (Senior)
started west-his first stop being Jericho (now Bainbridge).
Here Jedediah (Junior), destined for fame, was born in 1799.
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ranchers. When, as a Chicagoan during the 1950s, I was challenged to round up authors for and to edit This is the West, 24 the
present editor of TnE PACIFIC HISTORIAN gave credible-and essential-coaching!
There, too, and in subsequent books about Far West, the persistence of Eastern environmental training for Far West achievement
amazed me. And out of it grew the conviction that each "New
West" from Jamestown's in 1609 and Salem's in 1630 served as
environment-teacher for the pioneers ofthe next "New West."~ 5
Last year when I received an assignment to research and write
a biography of Jedediah Strong Smith for elementary school and
junior high students, I decided that it would be essential to concentrate on his formative years. The assignment came while I was
working on a history of the forts of Niagara. 26 This research, plus
forty years of browsing into New York's history, convinced me
that this was possible.
A facet of research that seemed critically important to me, especially in stimulating 10-to-14-year-olds to venture past Page One
of the text, was to learn why Jedediah Strong Smith happened to

be born at Jericho. This particular section of the Susquehanna
valley was opened for settlement by the so-called "Vermont Sufferers" during 1788-90. The Vermont Sufferers were farmers and
villagers from eastern Vermont. Their homesteads near Lake
Champlain had been seized when the post-Revolutionary dispute
between New York and the new "Vertes Montes" was grumpily
settled by New York's ceding to Vermont the land areas south and
east of Fort Ticonderoga.
As devout Congregationalists and Presbyterians, these refugeesfrom-Vermont voted during 1791 to name their new township
Jericho. This was appropriate. The Jericho of the Old Testament
was the gateway to the Promised Land. Its Hebrew translation is
"Sweet Fragrance."
Jericho was strategic for trade. 27 It was a junction for two "toteways" between New England and the Ohio-Kentucky "New West."
During the Pontiac Rebellion of 1763-64, when young Israel Putnam led Connecticut troops to Fort Niagara, a short-cut pack-pony
track was cleared between Catskill on the Hudson River, through
the Catskill Mountains, to \Vattle's Ferry on the Susquehanna.
This Is the West edited by Robert West Howard with various contributors,
was sponsored by the Chicago Corral of The Westerners (Chicago: Rand
McNally & Co., 1957) .
25 The dream of a U.S.A. spanning across all of North America to the Pacific
was aglow soon after the American Revolution ended. In 1794, Timothy
Dwight-future president of Yale College-wrote the poem, Greenfield Hill.
One of its stanzas prophesied:
All hail, thou western world! by heaven designed
Th' example bright to renovate mankind.
Soon shall thy sons across the mainland roam
And claim, on far Pacific shores, their home:
Their rule, religion, manners, art convey
And spread their freedom to the Asian sea.
26 Thundergate: The Forts of Niagara was published (May, 1968) by PrenticeHall in its American. Forts series.
]edediah S. Smith is scheduled for spring, 1969, by Follett Publishing
Company, Chicago. It could not have been written as planned without assistance from the Reverend James W. Sells of Atlanta, Ga., Mrs. Stella D.
Hare of Denver, Colo., Carl D. W . Hays of Deming, N.M., Miss Juliet
Wolohan of the New York State Library at Albany, and Leland D. Case,
former secretary of the Jedediah Smith Society.
27 For a heavily researched account of Indian barter routes, see Paul A. W.
Wallace's Indian Paths of Pennsylvania (Harrisburg: Pennsylvania Historical and Museum Commission, 1965)-but note that it uses the later name
24

for Jericho, viz., Bainbridge.
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During the eight years of the American Revolution, this became a
favorite route for hu.n dreds of Loyalist or Tory families fleeing
toward "the King's refuge" at Niagara. Consequently, the future
Jericho region became a stronghold for the Six Nations warriors
and Loyalist raiders ( Butler's Rangers, Johnson's Greens, et al)
out of Niagara.
At Unadilla, Jericho's northern neighbor on the Susquehanna,
the charred walls, granary holes, and weedy fields of a Cayuga
village were grim reminders of Loyalist-Six Nations furies between
1777 and 1783. And seventeen miles downstream were the ruins of
Ouaquaga, the fort and Loyalist hideout that had served as warehouse and base for Joseph Brant and his Mohawk-Seneca-Cayuga
terrorists during the 1778 "burn and scalp" raids against settlements in the i'vlohawk valley. Early in October, 1778, the Schoharie
farmers and 200 militiamen out of Albany fought through to
Unadilla and Ouaquaga, burned both "Loyalist nests" to the
ground, and butchered the survivors.
After the Revolution, when depression plus Shays' Rebellion 28
sent 50,000 New Englanders toward Ohio's Northwest Territory,
British belligerency forced a major detour. The government of
Canada, backed by George III's ministers, refused to surrender the
forts along the Great Lakes. Thus the natural water route up
Lakes Ontario and Erie was blocked to American migrants. (In
1795, John Jay negotiated a new treaty; thus, during the summer
of 1796, Canada abandoned the southern shores of Ontario and
Erie and the eastern shore of the Niagara River.)
Consequently, the Yankee exodus to the Ohio was forced to
detour south and southwest along the Susquehanna valley, cut
across to the Allegheny River Valley, and there-near present Olean,
New York-build rafts and arks that would float them down to the
Ohio's headwater at Pitt's To~n, the Pittsburgh of today.
Jericho, then, lay at the junction of the Susquehanna and Catskill trails in a forested hill country pocked by grim reminders of
Six Nations and Loyalist terrorists.
The 1790 and 1800 census rolls for Jericho Township listed a halfdozen families named Smith. Were they Jedediah Smith's kin?
Were all of them Vermont Sufferers?
Th'e office of New York's Assistant Commissioner for History
had already reported "Nothing available." · But Juliet Wolohan,
librarian in charge of the Manuscript and History Section of the
State Libr:ary, is a delightful sleuth. We pored through hundreds
of 1800-1870 books and manuscript collections. And we reached the

reluctant conclusion that there were too many Jedediah Smiths!
The record of Massachusetts' soldiers and sailors who served
during the Revolution29 lists seven Jedediah Smiths. They lived in
Ashfield, Biddeford, Northampton, Sturbridge, Granville. One of
them, the Reverend Jedediah A. M. Smith, died in Granville during
1776. Another moved to Blandford, opened a store, became a
judge of the district court and, during 1810, engaged in a long,
angry correspondence with the \Vestern New York realty promoter,
Colonel Oliver Phelps (over the Phelps-Gorham Tract).
But through THE PACIFIC HrsTOHIAN I was introduced to Mrs.
Stella D. Hare, the gracious Smith descendant, who has contributed
much time and expense researching Jedediah Strong Smith's ancestry and career. 3 'J Mrs. Hare has evidence that Jedediah Strong
Smith's grandfather was Seth Smith and that he lived in Granby,
Massachusetts, now a suburb of Holyoke. (Granby, incidentally,
was in the "heartland" of Shays' Rebellion of 1786!) Jedediah
Smith, Senior, was born in Granby on April 21, 1767.31 Later the
family moved to Brattleboro, Vermont, where Seth's brother Israel
lived.
Both Seth and Israel, Mrs. Hare has learned, sided with New
York in the bitter post-Revolution altercation. Both lost their
property to new Vermont, so were given land grants in New York
State. Israel and his offspring-with the exception of a daughter,
Chloe, "who remained in Vermont, married a Rutherford Hayes
28 In 1786 armed farmers and laborers, led by Daniel Shays, prevented courts
from sitting in Western Massachusetts, a principal plaint being the high land
taxes. Troops routed them, and Shays escaped to Vermont.
29 Massachusetts Soldiers and Sailors of the Hevolutwnary War (Boston:
Wright & Potter, 1906), vol. 14.
30 Stella D. Hare, of Denver, has long worked upon a genealogy of collateral
descendants of Jedediah Smith, and the Jedediah Smith Society (University
of the Pacific, Stockton, Calif. 95204) is seeking funds to help publish it.
Mrs . Hare contributed a readable article on Jed's ·"little brother Ira," in
THE PACIFIC HISTORIAN, summer issue, 1967. The Jedediah branch of the
ubiquitous Smith family are descended from Samuel and Elizabeth Smith
who came from Ipswich, England, to Watertown, a Boston suburb, in 1634.
[Stella Doty Hare succumbed !\Iay 6, 1968, to open-heart surgery. A
granddaughter- Mrs. Rennetta Smith Sutfin, 107 Kane St., Geneva, Ill.
60134- writes that she will carry on the publishing project.-Ens.]
31

Records of the Town of Granby, Hampshire County, Mass. The 1790 census
shows a Jedediah Smith at Granby who may or may not be the "Zedediah"

listed at Spencertown.
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and became the grandmother of President Rutherford B. Hayes"accepted land grants at Jericho and moved there.
But Seth Smith accepted a land grant at Spencertown, New York,
east of the Hudson River and near the Connecticut-CatskillSusquehanna "totetrail."
Either at Spencertown, or during a marketing trip "back east"
to the Connecticut River Valley, 20- or 21-year-old Jedediah Smith,
Senior, met Sarah Strong.
Maurice Sullivan" 2 reported that Sarah's great-grandfather was
"killed by the Indians at Woods Creek, New York" and that her
father, Jabin (it is also shown as "Jabez") "had traveled through the
wild tribes of the West and was distinguished among all men because he had accidentally gone over Niagara Falls, and lived to
describe the experience."
This, to a New York history buff, reveals intriguing details about
the Strong males. Woods Creek was at the west end of the vital
Grand Portage between the navigable headwaters of the Mohawk
River and Lake Oneida. Between 1720 and 1760 New York and
New England traders and soldiers used this route for crossing the
Six Nations' homeland to British America's only trading post on
the Great Lakes, Fort Oswego.
Woods Creek became the favorite ambush spot of the French
and their Indian allies. Moreover, the Oneida, Cayuga, and
Onondaga porters on the Grand Portage were hapless alcoholics.
So, probably about 1735, Sarah's great-grandfather was the victim
of either a French ambush or a drunken hi-jack.
As for hardy Jabin's travels through "the wild tribes of the
West" and his ride over Niagara's 171-foot precipice, these could
have occurred only during the Pontiac Rebellion. Probably he was
one of the Connecticut militiamen who came over the CatskillSusquehanna trail ~ith Major Israel Putnam in the spring of 1764
to rendezvous with the Bradstreet Expedition at Fort Niagara.
If so, Jabin was on one of the work-gangs that built Montressor's
unique Cable Railroad up the Niagara bluffs that summer, as well
Sullivan, op. cit., p. 6.
Mrs. Stella D . Hare says: "One of the males would have been Cyrus Strong
(b. 1777), Sarah Strong Smith's brother, who helped, no doubt, with the
trading post. Jed., Sr., set him out at 21 with $50, horse and saddle, and
Cyrus stopped at Binghampton, Broome Co., N. Y., where he founded the
Cyrus Strong financial empire."
34 Americans have always favored simple spelling, so somehow, "Cleaveland"
became "Cleveland."
32
33

as the series of blockhouses between Lewiston and the new Fort
Erie. As for Jabin's plunge over Niagara Falls, there is no record
of it. But it made a wonderful story to conjure up for grandchildren during a November chestnut roast on the hob.
Mrs. Hare believes- and I agree- that Jedediah, Sr., and Sarah
Strong were married in Spencertown, New York, during 1789 or
early 1790. The 1790 census listed a "Zedediah Smith" and wife.
Around 1790, the Smiths sold their Spencertown properties.
Father Seth returned to Granby, 1\fassachusetts, and spent the rest
of his life there. Jedediah, Sr., and Sarah-lured both by the presence of Uncle Israel and the colorful reminiscing of Jabin Strongwagoned west to Jericho.
This then was the environment-setting at the time of Jedediah
Strong Smith's birth and during the first twelve and one half years
of his youth. The Vermont Sufferers and other settlers in Jericho
Township during 1800 totalled 1,617. The census roll that year
lists a total of eleven in the family of Jedediah Smith: "three males
under 10; three males between 16 and 26; three females" plus
Jedediah and Sarah. Obviously, the "three males between 16 and
26" were either apprentices in Jedediah's tailoring establishment
or were relatives. 33
Jericho was still .. big timber" country, abounding in black bear,
deer, a few mink and beaver, winterlong packs of wolves and toomany-rattlesnakes. Fear of the British and Six Nations refugees
along the shore of the Niagara River was still so great that, between April and October, westbound wagons and rafts continued
to use the Susquehanna detour.
But Moses Cleaveland and a party of fifty from Connecticut
had walked through Jericho in 1796 emoute to Niagara. A year
later, Jericho heard that the party had been graciously received
by the British, had negotiated a land purchase with the Senecas,
and was clearing land for the village of Cleveland3 4 far up Lake
Erie at the mouth of the Cuyahoga River.
The easiest way west was via the Great Lakes. Old Jabin
Strong must have extolled- and possibly enhanced-"the wonderful
country beyond Niagara." The notion teased Jedediah while he
snipped and stitched at his tailoring.

The second and final instalment of Mr. Howard's study of

]edediah Smith's youth will appear in a later issue.-Ens.
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A Jedediah Smith

Redwoods National Park ?
"If California's ]edediah Smith Redwoods Park is
ever escalated to national status, it should be named
the ]edediah Smith Redwoods National Park. We
hold this to be a self-evident truth- but it needs to
be better known!"
So says Warren H. Atherton, a former national
commander of the American Ll}gion now president of
the ]edediah Smith Society. If interested, write him:
Wells Fargo Bldg., Stockton, Calif.
A resolution, unanimously adopted in 1967 at the
Society's annual Rendezv01~~. follows :

Jedediah

Smith~

~:!;'
Puk

WHEREAS, Jedediah Smith was the first American to enter California and to explore the State
from the 1-Iexican Border to Oregon; and,
\VuEREAS, this great explorer was the first
American to traverse the magnificent redwood
forests of the northwestern part of the State;
and,
vVHEREAS, there is now a California State
Park embracing a forest of outstanding specimens of Redwood Semper Virens which .is
named the J edediah Smith State Park; and,
\ VHEREAS, it has been proposed . to the Congress of the United States that a national park
be created, including the Jedediah Smith State
Park and a large additional acreage of redwoods; and,
W HEREAS, the exploration of Jedediah Smith
contributed to our knowledge of the West and 57
made possible later immigration, settlement and
statehood:
Now, THEREFORE, BE IT REsOLVED by the Jedediah Smith Society, University of the Pacific,
Stockton, California, that said proposed National
Park, if formed, should be named the J edediah
Smith National Redwoods Park in honor of the
great pioneer whose perilous pathfinding pointed
the way f6r those who followed.

~

WOLF-KILLING MAKES
PITFALLS FOR AUTHORS
The Custer Wolf - The Biography of an

American Renegade by Roger Caras
(Boston: Little, Brown and Co., 1966)
175 pp. $4.95.
Reviewer: CHARLES J. BAYER, formerly Predatory Animal (Control) Inspector, U.S. Biological Survey, for Wyoming, South Dakota and Nebraska .
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The author is vice president of
Stanley Kubrick's Polaris Productions.
He cites the USDA Yearbook for
1920, mentions by name five writers
on the subject and the gathering
and examining of dozens of other
books. His objective? "I have tried
to present the ulealized life story of
a wolf family."
Well, for me he gets off on the
left foot by calling the whelp of the
wolf a cub, and persists in doing so
134 times on 57 pages, though a
slip to pups or puppies occurs thrice.
While it is commonly known that a
cat has kittens, he calls the bobcat's young, cubs!
I never heard of the wolves going
hungry during winter in our three
states, for always their favorite meat
was available: beef. I hardly believe
three "starving wolves" would have
waited out a summer cloudburst to
satisfy their appetites; that they

sought shelter under a fallen tree
and some wind-piled brush, when
water-cut caves were at hand in the
limestone walls of the canyon. I
can't understand how "a herd of
3,000 cattle weighing up to 1,000
pounds a piece," were stampeded into a wolf's hide-out where there
were rocks and timber, when any
sensible critters would have kept to
the open areas.
Caras four times says Harry P .
Williams got the Split Rock Wolf.
Three times at first it is he or him,
then "a she-wolf captured a short
time before," "a long dead she-wolf."
Reading on, I am led to remark
that a cowboy with both legs broken would not have been left in the
mud. Other cowpokes would have
followed hard on the trail of the
spooked rampagers. Certainly, no
wolf ever stood over a helpless man,
his teeth only inches away from the
man's bared throat and not closed
his jaws on such a target. A wolf
has no mercy on hated man or hated
beast.
I have the picture, along with
others taken by Harry Williams with
my Kodak, of the hole dug by the
wolf after Harry received Three-Toes'
scent. Harry's horse is standing on
the gulch rim above the hole. Harry
told me it must have taken this wolf
all night to dig it. Estimating the
amount of dirt slide below it, I

would say the hole is not more than
ten instead of fifty feet deep.
I never heard of rabies among
predatory animals in Wyoming and
South Dakota in 1916. I made a
swing through both states that year;
visited Troy Beach at Folsom near
the west end of present-day Badlamls
National Monument, talked with the
governor in Pierre, with Capt. Mossman at Eagle Butte, with U.S. Hunter Matt Clawson at Faith, who recommended John Martin at Slim
Buttes in Harding County. It was
U.S. Hunter Martin who got the
renegade Three-Toes there in 1919,
a year before, not five years after
Williams' wolf.
Sorry, but I'm afraid this book
will get a few smiles in Custer
County and "old hands" in the wolfkilling business may even break out
into guffaws.

TALK ABOUT FORESTS
BY MEN WHO KNOW TREES
Blazing Forest Trails by Charles D .
Simpson and E . R. Jackman (Caldwell, Ida.: Caxton Printers, Ltd.,
1967); 384 pp., illus., appendix, index; $5.95.
Reviewer: MARGARET VAN ALSTYNE, a
historian and wife of a historian.

Charles D. Simpson, a farm boy
turned forester, has had a long
career as a dirt forester and admin-

istrator. He knows many of our national forests firsthand, particularly
those in Montana and Idaho, and he
has traveled through them in logger's boots, saddle mounted with a
packhorse, and, more recently, by
helicopter. His lifelong interest in
forests is exceeded only by his concern for people- those who operate
the forests and those who use them,
whether they be recreation-seekers,
stockmen, lumbermen, or others.
E. R. Jackman, co-author of two
previous books and author of innumerable magazine articles, has spent
his mature life in the extension
service of Oregon State University.
This book lives up to his motto,
"Knowledge doesn't have to be dull."
Jackman's sister, Alice S. Hutchens
of Kalispell, Montana, has contributed some of the best passages in
the book, including the final chapter,
"'My Friends, the Trees."
One hundred-fifty-one illustrations,
many of them full-page, add to the
graphic quality of the book. Every
one of the nineteen chapters gives
the impression of being essential to
the subject. Perhaps the most dramatic chapter is entitled "Fire in the
Mountains." Descriptions of disastrous
forest fires are given, the work of a
fire organization is explained, and
the changes from older days to modern methods are told. The forests
are of vital importance today as they
have been throughout our history.
Their preservation and renewal pose
tremendous problems in these days of

The last of the Lance Creek Wolves, in Wyoming.
BudDalrymple, U.S. hunter. Photo from Charles ]. Bayer.
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WHITE MAN CRAZY?
A deserted farmhouse in a gullied field
was pictured in a farm journal which offered a prize for the best 100-word descnption. An Indian took the prize with this:
"Picture show white man crazy. Cut down
trees. Make big tipi. Plow hill. Water wash.
Wind blow soil. Grass gone. Squaw gone. Papoose gone. No chuck-away. No pig. No com.
No plow. No hay. No pony.
"Indian no plow land. Keep grass. Buffalo
eat grass. Indian eat buffalo. Hide make tipi;
make moccasin. Indian no make terrace. No
build dam. All time eat. No hunt job. No
hitch-hike. No ask relief. No shoot pig. Great
spirit make grass . Indian no waste anything.
"Indian no work. White man crazy.''
An anonymous reader sent u:s this whimsical

bit. Can anyone teU us where it f.rst was published or who wrote it?-EDs.

mounting population pressure and a
large part of this book deals with
these problems and constructive attemps to solve them.
The book is attractively and wellprinted in keeping with the tradition
of the Caxton Printers. One could
wish, however, that glossy paper had
not been chosen, since this requires
a perfect adjustment of the reading
lamp at night to eliminate dazzle.

DETROIT DROPOUT MAKES
GOOD AS COWPUNCHER
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XIT Buck by C. E. MacConnell (Tucson: University of Arizona Press,
1968); 284 pp., illus., index; $4.95.
Reviewer:

LELAND

D.

CASE,

Editor of

THE PACIFIC HISTORIAN.

l\·l ost authentic cowboy literature
falls into two parts: the locally carpentered and often ungrammatical
output of "hired hands on horseback" who yearn to write, or the

double-distilled product of professional writers who rode little but observed sharply. "Buck" MacConnell's
book sits astride the dividing fence for he rides and writes well.
Here are the literate but well-remembered recollections of the Detroit Central High School dropout
who from 1904 to 19ll was "the
kid" on ranches in Colorado, New
Mexico, and Texas. Bronc busting
was fun for this limber-boned youth.
His admiration for a horse that would
battle to throw him is genuine.
Here's his report on Roberts, an unreconstructed rebel.
"With Roberts blindfolded and with
a man hanging onto each of his ears,
I stepped up on him . . . That little
horse was a sunfisher, and when
that failed to get rid of the rider
he would swap ends or fence-row.
The words pitch and buck are synonymous terms and mean he 'has swallowed his head,' or 'broke in two' or
'lost his head'. A 'sunfishing' horse

shows his sides alternately to the
sun and when he fence -rows he zigzags . . . Roberts never threw me."
Buck's big-time came with a job
on the XIT ranch, ranging from the
Oklahoma line almost to Amarillo,
Texas- with 6,000 miles of fence!
"Only occasionally," he writes, "was
it necessary for an XIT line rider to
unlimber 'the rifle he carried under
his saddle scabbard to kick up some
dirt around the feet of a nester who
needed a little barbed wire and was
using the XIT fence on the New
Mexico border as a source of supply."
Seekers rof cowboy ballads will
take delight in this book, for Buck
was a prairie troubador :with an ear
for a lilt. He closes with lines from
Badger Clark:
When my old soul hunts range and rest
Beyond the Last Divide,
]11st plant me in some stretch of West
1'hat's sunny, lone and wide.
Let cattle rub my tombstone down
And COIJOtes mourn their kin.
Let hawses paw and tromp the moun'
But don't you fence it in.~

AUTHOR ATTACKS BUT
LAWYER DEFENDS DODGE
Grenville M. Dodge Soldier, Politician,
Railroad Pioneer by Stanley P. Hirshon (Bloomington: Indiana University Press, 1967); 262 pp., illus.,
biblio., notes, index; $10.
Reviewer: WALTER C. FRAME, attorney, Sacramento, Calif., and former
President of the Conference of California Historical Societies.

Grenville Mellen Dodge was one
of the authentic great men of 19th
-century America. Son of a New
England postmaster, he trained as an

engineer, pioneered in Nebraska Ter-

ritory, and surveyed what became
the Rock Island Railroad across the
State of Iowa under Peter Dey. He
engaged in various business enterprises in Council Bluffs which he
always called "home". He made preliminary surveys for the Pacific Railroad in Nebraska, and had an opportunity to discuss the project with
an Illinois Central attorney named
Abraham Lincoln. At the start of the
Civil \Var he was made a colonel in
an Iowa regiment. His ability to rebuild destroyed railroads impressed
General Grant, and Dodge rose to
become finally a major general. At
the war's end he was operating successfully the Department of Missouri
which had been a graveyard of military reputations.
At the request of Grant, Dodge remained with the army at the close
of the war, controlling Indian uprisings in Kansas and Nebraska, and
giving his name to Dodge City in
the process. He resigned his commission to become chief engineer of the
Union Pacific Railroad, which still
runs on the grades he plotted over
the mountains of Wyoming and into
Utah. Thereafter he acted as chief
engineer for the Texas and Pacific,
and of the. Fort Worth and Denver
City, laying out more miles of railroad line than any other engineer of
his time.
He was the personal friend of
Grant. and Sherman. All presidents
from Lincoln to Roosevelt sought his
advice. He was closely associated
with such varying financial figures as
Tom Scott of the Pennsylvania Railroad, Jay Gould, and Charles Francis
Adams, Jr. His activities made him
wealthy. None of the scandals of the
"gilded age" touched his reputation.
"Quoted by permission from Sun and Saddle Leather,

by Badger Clark, © 1962 by Westerners Foundation.
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He retained his image as a knight in
shining armor. He had his enemies,
but they did not bring him down.
In the preface of this book, however, the author accuses an earlier
Dodge biographer of "creating a
demigod out of a fearless, acquisitive
ambitious individual." He then deliberately seeks to prove that the
"demigod" had feet of clay.
What disturbs this reviewer is that
the author makes charges without
evidence to substantiate them. Using
methods similar to weapons employed
by the late Senator McCarthy, guilt
is indicated by association, by accusation, by inference, and by innuendo.
Dodge became a lobbyist before the
Iowa State Legislature; therefore it
would appear, he was guilty of
bribery. The author seems to reason
because Dodge became wealthy he
must have been a scoundrel.
Typical of this approach is the
statement that Dodge's daughter,
Lettie, left her husband after twentytwo years of marriage and later divorced him. On page 229 the author
moralizes, "While winning wars and
constructing railroads he had neglected his wife and daughters. Lettie, Ella, and Anne, rich and overindulged, had missed their father."
We are told nothing of Lettie's
husband, or the reasons for the mar-
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ital failure. Mrs. Dodge appears only
faintly in the biography, and we cannot say how she shaped her daughters' attitudes and conduct. It is true
that Dodge was frequently away from
home fighting wars and building railroads, but there is no evidence in the
record that he neglected his family
or failed to be a father to his
daughters. With a complete absence
of evidence to substantiate it, the
accusation is unfair.
Too frequently modern biographers
attempt to judge another age by the
moral concepts of the present. Our
own time may be better or worse
than past ages. It simply has different
values. The "gilded age" seems to us
to be a period of jungle activity in
which a few men made huge fortunes, sometimes at the expense of
the many. It was a time which built
large industrial plants, which threw
railroads across the continent, which
built the sinews of our present
strength. It also was a time which
richly endowed our universities. It
created our present world.
Grenville M. Dodge was the child
of his century. The men of his time
accepted him as a good man, in contrast to such a man as Jay Gould. In
the absence of evidence to the contrary, I suggest that we should respect the verdict of his peers.

It is estimated that 42% of the U.S. public have
taken an air trip of some kind. Only a few years
ago, 10% had flown.- PSA Skylines.

The history of General Motors over the past 50
years is far more important than the history of
Switzerland or Holland.-ANTONY JAY, author.
If the nose of Cleopatra had been shorter, the
whole face of the earth would have been changed.
- BLAISE PASCAL (1623-62)

FOOFAARAH
America is still a mosaic of cultures,
as a young Hopi reminded his draft
board. They asked if he spoke any
foreign language.
"Yes sir," he said. "English."
They're sawing wood again at Sutter's
mill . . . Back in 1848, few Californians
need be told, a New Jersey carpenter,
name of JAMES MARSHALL, built a sawmill for CAPT. JoHN SUITER on the
American River at Coloma, a Mother
Lode mining community between Auburn and Placerville in El Dorado
County. To speed up excavation, Marshall let water through the millrace and
it uncovered the gol~en flakes that made
history. The site is now in a state park
which has faithfully reduced the old
mill.

"In all my travels with a donkey,"
which shows he has read RoBERT Lours
STEVENSON, "I have never seen a dead
donkey," ditto GET ET BURGESS, '" nor do
I expect to see one.' They live long, almost forever I guess. This I attest by a
remark of G. P. MoRGAN, who for 50
years was superintendent of schools for
Tuolumne County. I heard him say that
he once saw a weathered burro with a
still legible 'B C' brand on its flank..''

Do burros ever die
from old age or of
other natural causes?
We opened the discussions of that question in the Summer 1966 issue on behalf of FRED
MAZZULA, Denver attorney and avid
Western photographer. STUART GmooNs,
Stockton realtor who "rode 'em as a boy
in the Mother Lode country where Bret
Harte and Mark Twain once held
forth," long pondered the query, now

From The Wi-Iyohi, published by the
South Dakota Historical Society, which
lifted the item from the Union County
Courier for March 27, 1889, we learn
of a frontier tragedy linked to the
acrimonious debate on how to divide
Dakota Territory. The Courier reported:
"The fellow who proposed the names of
'Furcota' and 'Overcota' for the new
states is said to have been promptly
shot."
Indefatigable is a mild term to apply
to ANNA MARIE and EVEREIT GoRDON
HAGER, who live in "a shipshape home"
perched high on a cliff near L.A. overlooking the spot where once was Dead
Man's Island. Here as a hobby they
index historical magazines-including we
are happy to say THE pACIFIC HisTORIAN.
In our next issue we will announce
when our two-year (1966-67) Index,
will be published. The price will be one
dollar per copy.
The Hager team are writers also, with
local history being their favorite theme.
San Pedro Harbor Highlights is just off
La Siesta Press (Box 406, Glendale,
Calif. 91209), and priced at one dollar.

writes:

W. W. Robinson supplies a foreword

We sympathize with BoBBIE. His
mother scoled him for his low grade in
history.
"It's not my fault," he said. "Teacher
keeps asking me about things that
happened before I was born!"

~
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The indexing Hagers.
for this excellent account of the San
Pedro community and the story of Los
Angeles' long but successful effort to get
a harbor.
To footnote FATHER GEIGER's article
it could be noted that this year the
University of the Pacific staged its 21st
annual tour to California's 21 missions.
For the seventh time, the conductor
was DR. R. CooK Wooo, Director of the
Pacific Center for Western Historical
Studies, and as always the event was
a sell-out. Reservations already are being made for 1969, which will have
special attractions because of California's bicentennial.
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IBM or Fate? Behind that map illustrating FATHER GEIGER's story on Fray
Junipero Serra is a tale to be told .. .
In Mexico City last year, the EDITOR of
this publication did some shopping for
the Friends and Sponsors of the Stuart
Library of Western Americana, being
organized at the University of the Pacific. For about $100 he bought a copy
of PALOu's Vida- the price being low because the map was missing.
A few days later at another shop in a
distant part of the city, he hurriedly
(his wife waiting for him to dine) purchased a few California items for a
modest but unhaggled price. Back in
Stockton, he compared his Vida with
JAMES' English translation when, turning a page, he stopped in disbelief. He
reached for a map in the miscellaneous
items he had bought in Mexico City.

Sure enough! One of them was the map
missing from his Vida! It was on old
paper, the wider margins showing it
came from another book- but borrowing
engravings has long been a common
practice among printers and publishers.
It was an astounding coincidence. The
aforeme·n tioned Editor was heard to remark he was unsure whether he should
refer the matter to the University's IBM
department, to attempt to compute the
mathematical odds of finding the treasure, or to the Department of Religion
for light on the wiley ways of Fate.
The site of the Hudson's Bay Company's old San Francisco headquarters
at 505 Montgomery Street was marked
by a California Historical Landm~k
plaque, April, 17, 1968. The cere~orues
brought distinguished speakers, mcluding PIERRE AssELIN, Ca.= da's consul
general in San Francisco.
One event, not noted in the program,
was presentation of a f'.fth of whiskey to
GEORGE CHALFANT, the "Insklinger" of
Ukiah, Calif., Outpost of Westerners,
who cooked-up the event. DR. ALBERT
SHUMATE, president of the Conference
of California Historical Societies, made
the presentation, affirming that this
flask of H.B.C. fluid ( 1670) was "found
ten feet underground in San Francisco."
It turned out, however, that the site
was not an archaelogical "dig" but the
basement of a downtown department
store.
Friends of STELLA D. HARE will be
saddened to learn that she died, May
6th. Her granddaughter, MRS. JoHN
SuTFIN, Geneva, Ill., writes that "with
love and grief in my heart" she will continue The Ancestry of ]edediah Strong
Smith publishing project. "It is the wish
of our family," she adds, "that memorial
contributions go to the Jedediah Smith
Society (University of the Pacific, Stockton, Calif. 95204) in her name."
- ON Drr

THE HISTORY CALENDAR
May 11-13, 1968
Annual Romeria of the California Historical Society,
University of the Pacific, Stockton, California
May 15-16, 1968
'i\' estern Jurisdictional Methodist Historical Society,
University of the Pacific, Stockton, California
June 2, 1968
Seventeenth Annual Pilgrimage, Eugene Manlove Rhodes' Grave,
San Andreas Mountains, Alamogordo, New ~·ifexico

Annual

]ttn c 20-22, 1968
Conference of California Historical Societies,
Saddleback Inn, Santa Ana, California

~~I eeting,

October 4-5, 1968
Seventeenth Annual Symposium of the Northern California
Historical Societies, University of California at Davis,
Sponsored by Yolo County Historical Society,
Mrs. Alice Jewett, General Chairman
October 12, 1968
Eleventh Annual Rendezvous of the Jedediah Smith Society,
' i\Tarren Atherton, President, Old Timers' Museum,
Murphys, California
October 17-19, 1968
Eighth Annual Conference, vVestern History Association,
Pioneer International Hotel, Tucson, Arizona
Octob er 24-26, 1968
Pacific Coast Council on Latin American Studies,
Elbert Covell College, University of the Pacific,
Dr. Larry L. Pippin, Director
November 2-3, 1968
Annual vVorkshop ("History Museums") , Conference of
California Historical Societies, Sponsored b y San Bernardino
Historical Association, Bloomington, California,
Dr. Gerald Smith, Director
]anum·y 16, 1969
Annual Meeting of California Historical Society,
San Francisco, California

pACIFIC HISTORIAN is a
needed magazine," writes a distinguished California historianlibrarian. 0 "Improvement is constant-with articles that matter."
Among those that have been
scheduled for 1968 are these:

"THE

Russians at Fort Ross-The 1841 report by E. L. Chernyk (winter issue, 1967) flushed out three more.
A Canadian scholar will interpret
and report.
He Found Ishi-A taped interview
with the man who in an Oroville
slaughterhouse found California's
last stone-age man, frightened, hungry, amiable.
Oatman Sisters-One escaped the
Apaches. New material about what
happened to her and her brother
has come to light in Oregon and
California.
Series on Jed Smith's BiographersFirst Colonel Triplett . . . Then
Dale, Neihardt, Sullivan, E. D.
Smith, Morgan, Cleland, Stella Hare,
Alson Smith

Shipwrecked Whaler-"Of 50 roundthe-horn manuscripts I've read," says
Irene D. Paden (Wake of the Prairie
Schooner), "this is the most interesting."
Japanese Come to California-Perhaps an entire issue . . . with Ki
Kimura, of Waseda, telling of Okei,
"a Japanese joan of Arc" buried on
a California hillside.
Portola at San Diego-New I old documents uncovered in Mexico City
tell of his arrival in 1769. Next year
California celebates the bicentennial.
Fort Defiance' True Site-An amateur found tell-tale bricks on a Vancouver islet where Capt. Gray
wintered in 1792. A Harvard historian had erred!
Ramona and Aiessandro-A perky, onthe-spot schoolma'am talked with
those who told sentimental Helen
Hunt Jackson about her characters
in real life.
Lola Montez-She was "morally careless," but winsome wiles won miners
as handily as Bavaria's King Ludwig. John Hawgood tells of new
finds about her.
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